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PROL O00 UTE 
| By an unknown Hand. 


IJ HEN avaking terrors romſe the guilty breaft, 
And fatal wifions break the merd"rer"s reft ; 
Then vengeance does ambition's fate decree, 
And tyrants bleed, to ſet whole nations free; 
Do the Muſe ſaddens each diftrefſed ſcene, 
Urmow'd in ev ry breaſt, and ev*ry face ſerene 
The mournful lines no tender hearts ſubdue; | 
Compaſſion is to ſuff*ring gooaneſs due. 
Poet your attention begs once more, 
T atone for characters here drawn before ; 
No royal miftreſs fighs thro* evi page, 
And breathes her dying ſorrows on the flage 2 
No Hdely fair, by ſoft perſuaſion <von, 
Lays down the load of life, when honour*s gone. 
 JVobly to bear the changes of our ſtate, 
Yo ftand unmow'd againſt the ſtorms of fate, 
A brave contempt of life, and grandeur loſt : 
Such glorious toils a female name can beaſt. | 
Our author draws not Beauty's heavenly ſmile, 4 
1 inwite our wiſhes, and our hearts beguile - 
No foft enchantments languiſh in her eye, 
No bloſſoms fade, nor fich ning res die. 
A ncbler paſjien ev'ry breaft muſt move, a; 
Than youthful raftures, or the joys of love, | 
A mind unchang*d, ſuperior to a crown, 
Brawvely defies the angry tyrant s frown ; 


The ſame, if fortune ſinks, or mounts on bigh, 


Or if the world's extended ruins lie: 
With gen'rous ſcorn fhe lay, the ſceptre down ; 
Great fouls ſhine brighteſt by misfortunes ſhown < 
With patient courage fhe ſuſtains the blow, 
And triumphs o'er variety of woe. 
Thro' ev'ry ſcene the ſad diſtręſi is news 
How well feign'd life does reprejent the true ! 9 
. A 2 Unhappy 


(4-1 
Unhappy age ! <uho wiews the blooay flaing 4 


But muſt with tears record Maria's reign ; 


IV hen zcal by doftrine flatter'd laauleſi will, | } 


Inſtructed by Religion's woice to kill ? 

Ye Britiſh fair, lament in filent wwoe ; 

Let ev'ry eye with tender pity flow ; 
The lovely form, thro' falling drops, will ſeem ? 
Like flow'ry ſhadows of the filver ſtream. 

Thus beauty, Heavens fweet ornament, ſhall prove 
Enrich'd by virtue, as ador'd by love. 

Forget your charms, fond woman's dear delight, 

T he fops will languiſb hers another night. 

No conqueſt from diſſembling ſmiles vue fear ; 


She only kills, who wounds us with a tear. 
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O-Night the nobleft ſubject fwells our ſcene, 
A heroine, a martyr, and a queen ; £7” 
And tho! the poet dares not boaſt bis art, Y 
The very theme ſhall ſomething great impart, 
To warm the gen rous ſoul, and touch the tender heart. 
To you, fair judges, aue the cauſe ſubmit ; 
Tour eyes ſhall tell us how the tail is aurit. 
If your foft pity wvaits upon our woe, 
if filent tears for ſuff ring virtue flow 

Your grief the Mufe's labour ſhall confeſs, 
T he lively paſſions, and the juſt diſtreſs. 
Ob could our author's pencil juftly paint, 
Such as ſhe was in life, the beauteous ſaint 3 
Boldly your fri attention might awe claim, 
And bid you mark, and coppy out the dame. 
No wandring glance our wanton thought confeſs'd, 
No guilty wiſh inflam'd her ſpotleſs breaft : 
The only love that warm'd her blooming youth, 
Was huſband, England, liberty, and truth. 
For theſe ſhe fell; while, with too weak a hand, 
Habe frove to ſave à blind ungrateful land. 
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But thus the ſecret laws of fate ordain, | 
William's great hand was doom'd to break that chain, 
And end the hopes of Rome's tyrannic reign. 
For ever as the circling years return, | 
Ye grateful Britons ! crown the hero's urn; 
To his juft care you ev*ry blefſing owe, 
Which, or his own, or following reigns befloxw : 
T ho* his hard fate a father's name denied, 
To you a father, he that Iys ſupph'd. 
T hen while you wiew the royal line's increaſe, . 
And count the pledges of your future peace; 
From this great ftock while flill new glorie; come, 
Congueft Sad aud liberty at hone; 
Brighs you beheld the beautiful Hor bra de, 
ri inceſſes to grace you, kings to ſave, 
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LADY JANE GRAY. 


ACT | 


SCENE, the Cert. 
© Enter the Duke of Northumberland, Due of Suffolk, 


and Sir John Gates. 
Nor. IS all in vain; Heav'n has requir'd its 
| And he muſt die. [ | pledge, 
Suff. Is there an honeſt heart, | 


That loves our England, does not mourn for Eawars? 
The genius of our ifle is ſhook with ſorrow, 

© He bows his venerable head with pain, 

And labours with the fickneſs of his Lord.“ 

Religion melts in ev'ry holy eye, 

« All comfortleſs, afflicted, and forlorn 

She ſits on earth, and weeps upon her croſs: 

© Weary of man, and his deteſted ways, 

Ex'n now ſhe ſcems to meditate her flight, 

And waft her angel to the throces above.” 

Nor. Ay, there, my Lord, you touch our heavieſt loſs, 
With him our holy faith is doom'd to {ufter ; 5 
With him our church ſhall veil her ſacred front, 
© That late from heaps of Getbic ruins roſe, 

In her firit native ſimple majeſty : 

The toil of ſaints, and price of martyrs blood, 

« Shall fail with Eqgavara, and again cla Rome 

© Shall ſpread ber banners; and her Monkiih hoſt, 
Pride, ignorance, and rapine ſhall return; 

Blind bloody zeal and cruel prieſtly pow'r, 

Shall ſcourge the land for ten dark ages more. 

Gates. Is there no help in all the healing art, 
No potent juice or drug to ſave a life 
So precious, and prevent a nation's fate? 

Rf ; | 92 4 North. 
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Nor, What has been left untried that art can do F 
* The hoary wrinkled leech has watch and toil'd, 
* Tried every health-reſtoring herb and gum, 
And wearied out bis painful {kill in vain. 
« Cloſe like a dragcn folded in his den, 
* Some ſecret venom preys upon his heart ; 
A ſtubborn and unconquzrable flame 
* Creeps in his veins, and drinks the flreams of life ;? 
His youthful ſinews are unſtrung, cold ſweats, 
And deadly pa læneſs ſit upon his viſage, 
And every gaſp we look ſhall be his laſt. 
| Gates. Doubt not, vcur Graces, but the Popiſh face 
Will at this juncture urge their utmoſt force. tion, 
A. l on the Princeſs Mary turn their eyes, 
Well hoping ſhe ſhall build again their altars, 
And bring their idol-worſhip back in triumph. 
« Ncr.Gocd heav'n ordain ſome better fate for England! 
« Sf. What better can we hope, if ſhe ſhould reign Þ 
I know her well, a blinded zealot ſhe, 
A glcomy nature, ſullen and ſevere, 
« Nurtur'd by proud preſuming Romiſs Prieſts, 
« Tavg::t to believe they only cannot err, 
« Becauſe they cannot err; bred up in ſcorn 
Or reaſon, and the whole lay-world ;. inſtructed 
To hate whoe'er diſſent from what they teach, 
To purge the world from hereſy by blood, 
To maſſacre a nation, and believe it 
An act well- pleaſing to the Lord of Mercy. 
© Theſe are thy Gods, Oh Rome / and this thy faith.” 
Nor. And ihall wetamely yield ourſelves to bondage F = © 
Bow down before the holy purple tyrants, | 
And bid 'em tread upon our ſlaviſn necks? 
No; let this faithful free - born Engliſb hand 
Firſt dig my grave in überty and honour; 
And tho' I found but one more thus reſolv'd, 
That honeſt man and I would die together. 
Suf. Doubt not, there are ten thouſand, and ten 
Do own a cauſe fo juſt. | Ithouſand, 
Gates. The liſt I gave | 
3 40 yeur Grace's hand laſt night, declares 
My pow'r aud friends at full. [To Northumb, 
vor. Be it your care, 


Sid Sir J Gates, to ſee your friends appointed, 
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And ready for the occaſion. Haſte this in ſtant, 
Loſe not a moment's time. 
Gates. I go, my Lord. [ Exit, 
Nor. Your Grace's princely daughter, Lady Jane, 
Is ſhe yet come to court? | 
Sf. Not yet arriv'd, | 
But with the ſooneſt I expect her here. 
I know her duty to the dying King, 
Join'd with my ſtrict commands to haſlen hither, 
Will bring her on the wing. 
Nor. Beſeech your Grace, | 
To ſpeed another meſſenger to preſs her; 
For on her happy preſence all our counſels 
8 and take their fate. 
uf. Upon the in ſtant 
Your Grace ſhall be obey'd. I go to ſummon her. 
| [ Exit Suffolk. 
Nor. What trivial influences hold dominion 
O'er wiſe men's counſels, and the fate of empire? 
The greateſt ſchemes that human wit can forge, 
Or bold ambition dares to put in practice, 
8 3 upon our huſbanding a moment, 
And the hight laſting of a woman's will; 
As if the Lord of nature ſhould delight 
To hang thus pond” rovus globe upon a hair, 
And bid it dance before a breath of wind.” | 
She muſt be here, and lodg'd in Guilford's arms, 
Ere Edward dies, or all we've done is marr'd. 
Ha! Pembroke! that's a bar which thwarts my way ? 
; His fiery temper brooks not _—_— 
| And muſt be met with ſoft and ſupple arts. 
With crouching courteſy, and honey'd words,” 
Such as aſſuage the fierce, and bend the ſtrong. 
. nter the Earl of Pembroke. . 
Good morrow, noble Pembrote, we have ft2id 
The meeting of the council for your preſence. 
Pem. For mine, my Lord! you mock your ſervant, 
To ſay that I am wanted, where yourſelf, 
The great Alcides of our ſtate, is preſent ; 
Whatever dangers menace prince or people, 
Our great Nor:humberland is arm'd to meet em; 
The ableſt head, and firmeſt heart you bear, 
Nor need a ſecond in the glorious taſk ; 
Equal yourſelf to all the toils of empire. 
e A 5 Nee, 
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Nor. No; as I honour virtue, I have tried, 
And know my ſtrength too well; nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like yours, deceive me. 
I know my temper liable to paſſions, 
And all the frflnes common to our nature; 
© Blind to events, too eaſy of perſuaſion, 
And often too, 0h often, have I err'd* _. 
Much therefore have I need of fome good man, 
Some wiſe and honeſ heart, whoſe fnendly aid 
Might gulde my treading thro” the hour of dangers; 
Aud by the honour of my name I ſwear, 
J know not one of all our Engliſb Peers 
Whom I would chooſe for that bent friend, like Pembroke, 
Pem. * What ſhall I anſwer to a truſt ſo noble, 
This prodigality of praiſe and honour ?? 
Were not your grace too generous of foul, 
To ſpeak a language differing from your heart, 
How might I think you eou}d not mean this goodne$ 
To one, whom Jas i- fortune has ordain'd | 
'The rival of your fon. 
Nor. No more! I fcorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. | 
*Tis true, I look on Guilford like a father, 
Lean on his fide, and fee but half his failings : 
But on a point like this, when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour, 
And calls to have the balance held in juſtice; 
Away with all the fondneſſes of nature 
I judge of Pembroke and my ſon alike. 
Pem. I aſk no more to bind me to your ſervice. 
Nor. The realm is now at hazard, and bold factions 
Threaten change, tumult, and diſaſtrous days. 
| Theſe fears drive out the gentler thoughts of joy, 
Of courtſhip, and of love. Grant, heaven, the ſtats 
To fix in and ſafety once again; 
Then ſpeak your paſſion to the princely maid, 
And faur fucceſs attend you. For myſelf, 
My voice ſhall go as far for you, my Lord, 
As for my ſon, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us ; 
The King with life juſt lab'ring ; and I fear 
Ihe Council grow inpatient at cor ſtay. 
Pom. One moment's pauſe, and I attend your Grace. 
_ &xit ry. 
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Old Winchefeer cries to me oft, Beware 
Of proud Northumberland. Ine teſty prelate, 
Froward with age, with diſappointed hopes, 
And zealous for old Rome, rails on the Duke, 
Suſpecting him to favour the new teachers: 
Yet ev'n in chat, if I judge right, he errs. 
But were it fo, what are theſe monkiſh quarrels, 
Theſe wordy wars of proud ill-manner'd ſchoolmen, 
To us and our lay- intereſt? Let 'em rail e 
And worry one another at their pleaſure. | 
This Duz.e, of late, by many worthy offices, 
Has ſought my friendſhip, and yet more, his ſon 
The nobleſt youth our Zzgland has to boaſt of, 
The gentleſt. nature and the braveſt ſpirit, 
Has made me long tlie partner of his breaſt. 
Nay, when he found, in ſpite of the reſiſtancſse 
My ſtruggling heart has made, to do him juſtice, 
That I was grown his rival; he ſtrove.- ard, | 
© And would not turn me forth from out his boſom, 
« But call'd me ſtill his friend.” And fee ! he comes. 

| Enter Lord Guilford. 

Oh, Gwuilferd, juſt as thou wert em' ring here, 
My thoughts was running all thy virtyzs o'er, 
And wond' ring how thy ſoul could choole a partner 
So much unlike itſelf. 

Cuil. How could my ton 
Take pleaſure, and be laviſh in thy praiſe ! 
mr could I ſpeak thy nobleneis of nature, 

y manly heart, thy courage, conitancy, 
And ng beg truth — to Adlemble * 
Thou art the man in whom my ſoul delights, 

In whom, next Heav'n, I truſt. 
Pemb. Oh! gen'rous youth ! 
What can a heart, ftubborn and fierce, like mine, 
Return to all thy ſweetneſs ? Vet I would, 
= E ] would be — Oh, my cruel foitane! 
Would I had never ſeen her, never cait 
Mine eyes on Saffoll's daughter! 
Guzl. So would I; | 
Since twas my fate to ſee and love her firſt. 
Pemb. Oh! Why ſhould ſhe, that univerſal goodne ſs, 
Like light, a common blefling to the wcrl1, | 
Riſe like a comet fatal to our friendſhip, 
And thieaten it with ruin? 
ME 1 C.. 
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Guil. Heaven forbid! 
But tell me, Pembre *-, is it not in virtue 
To ar. agaipſt this proud imperious paſſion ? 
Lees holy friendſhip dwell ſo near to envy, 
She could not bear to ſee another happy, 
J“ blind miſtaken chance, and partial beauty 
#hould join to favour Guilford F—— 
Femb. Name it not, 
dy fiery ſpirits kindle at the thought, 
And hurry me to rage. 
Guil. And yet I think | 
I ſhou'd not murmur, were thy lot to proſper, 
And mine to be refus'd. Tho' ſure the loſs 
Would wound me to the heart. 
Perch. Ha! could'ſt thou bear it? ni 
And yet perhaps thou migi:t'ﬆ : Thy e tempeſ 
Is form'd erage mock 2 in due proportion, 
Where no one over- bears nor plays the tyrant, 
* Put join in Nature's buſineſs and thy happineſs ;? 
While mine diſdaining reaſon and her laws, 
Like all thou canit imagine wild and furious, 
Nor drive me headlon, on, now whirl me back, 
And hurrl my unſtable flitting ſoul 
To ev'ry mad extreme. Then pity me, 
And let my weakneſs ſtand. 
f Enter Sir John Gates. 
Gates. The Lords of council 12 0 
Wait with impatience. xit Sir J. 
Pens. 1 — their ↄleaſure. | ; 
This only, and no more then. Whatſoever 
Fortune decrees, fili let us call to mind 
Our friendſhip and our honour. And ſince love 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize, 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought, 
With openneſs and jaſtice to each other; 
That he who wins de fair-one to his arms, 
May take her as the crown of great deſert : 
And if the wretched loſer does repine, 
His own heart and the world may all condemn him. 
| | | [ Exit Pembroke. 
SG Guil. How crofs the ways of life lie! While we think 
We travel on direct ia one High road, 
And have our journey's end oppos'd in view, | 
A thoufand 
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A thouſand thwarting paths break in upon us, 
'Fo puzzle and perplex our — thine. 
Love, friendſhip, hatred, in their turns miſlead us, 
And ev'ry paſſion has its ſeparate intereſt, 
Where is that piercing foreſight can unfold 
Where all this mazy error will have end, 
And tell the doom reſerv'd for me and Pembroke / 
There is but one end certain, that i Death: 
© Yet ev'n that certainty is ſtill uncertain. 
« For of theſe ſeveral tracks which lie before us, 
We know that one leads certainly to death, 
« But know not which that one i, Nis in vain, 
This blind divining ; let me think no more on't : 
And ice the miſtreſs of our fate appear! 
Euter 24 ns Gray. Attendants. 

Hail, princely maid ! who with auſpicious beauty 
Chear'it — drooping heart in this Th place, 
Who, like the filver regent of the night, 
Lift' up thy ſacred beams upon the land, 
To bid the gloom look gay, diſpel our horrors 
And make us leſs lamept the ſetting ſun. | 

L. J. Gray. Yes, Guilford, well doſt thou comparg 
my preſence 1 

To the faint comfort of the waining moon: 

Like her cold orb, a chearleſs gleam I bring, 
« Silence and heavineſs of heart, with dews 
To dreſs the face of Nature all in tears.“ 
But fay, how fares the King ? 

Gail. He lives as yet, 5 
But ev'ry moment cuts away a hope, 
Adds to our fears, and gives the infant ſaint 
Great proſpect of his opening heaven. 

L. J. Gray. Deſcend ye choirs of angels to receives 
« Tone your melodious harps to ſome high ſtrain, him, 
And waft him upwards with a ſong of triumph. 
A purer ſoul and one more like yourſelves, 
Neb er enterꝰd at the golden gates of bliſs,” 
Oh, Guilford! what remains for wretched England, 
When he, our guardian angel, ſhall forſake us? 
For whoſe dear ſake, Heav'n ſpar'd a guilty land, 
And ſcatter'd not its plagues while Edvard reign'd.” 

Guil. J own my heart bleeds inward at the thought, 
And riſing horrors crowd the opening ſcene,” 


And 
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And yet, ive me, thou my native country, IJ 
Thou land of lberty, thou nurſe of heroes, 


« Can 8 new patterns of ber ſkill, 


I. J. Gray. Oh, vain flattery! 
Harſh and ill-ſounding ever to my ear; 
But on a day like this, the raven's note 
Strikes on my ſenſe more ſweetly.” But, no more, 
© I charge thee touch th' ungrateful theme no more; 
Lead me to pay my duty to the King, 
To wet his pale cold hand with theſe laſt tears, 
And ſhare the bleſſings of his parting breath. 

Guil. Were I like dying Edward, ſure a touch 
Of this dear hand would kincle life a-new. 
But I obey, 1 dread that gath'ring frown ; 
And oh} whene'er my botom ſwells with paſſion, 
And my full heart is pain'd with, ardent love, 
Allow me but to look on you, and figh; 
_ *Tis all the humble joy that Guilford aſks. 

L. J. Gray. Still wilt thou frame thy ſpeech to this 

vain , 

When the wan Kang of Terrors ſtalks before us, 
When univerſal ruin gathers round, 
And no eſcape is left us? Are we not 
Like wretches in a ftorm, Thom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour ? 
Around to fee the pale deſpairing crew, | 
* Wring their fad hands, and give their labour o'er ;? 
The hope of life has ev'ry heart forſook, . 
And horror fits on each diſtracted look; 
One ſulemn thought of death does all 
* And cancels, like a dream, delight and joy; 
One ſorrow ſtreams from all their weeping eyes, 
And one conſenting voice for mercy cries :* 
Trembling they dread juit Heav'n's avenging power, 
Mourn their paſt lives, and wait the fatal hour. 


I 


ACT 


4 p 


LADY JANE GRAY. 

ST 

SCENE continues. 
Enter the Duke of Northumberland, and the Dake of 
Suffolk. | 


2 


| [mourning, 
North. AF ET then be chear'd my heart amidit thy 
| © Tho? fate hang heavy o'er us, tho? pale fear 
And wild diſtraction fit on ev'ry face; 
Tho? never day of grief was known like this, 
Let me rejoice, and bleſs the hallow'd light, 
Whoſe beams auſpicious ſhine our union, 
And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother. 


Suff. I know not what ſecret my foul preſages, 
But Ks ſeems to whiſper me within, 


That we have been too haſt7. For m 
« ] wiſh this matter had been yet delay'd ; 
That we had waited ſome more bleſſed time, 
Some better day with happier omens hallow*'d, 
© For love to kindle up his holy flame. 
But you, my aids Cracker, would prevail, 
© And I have yielded to you.? 
| North. Doubt not any thing; 
Nor hold the hour unlucky, that good Heav'n, 
Who ſoftens the corrections of his hand, 
And mixes ſtill a comfort with afflictions, 
Has giv*n to-day a bleſſing in our children, 
To wipe away our tears for dying Edward. 
Suff. In that I truſt. Good angels be our guard, 
And make my fears prove vain. But fee! my wife! 
With her, your ſon, the gen'rous Guilford comes; 
She has inform'd him of our preſent purpoſe. 
Enter the Duche/s of Suffolk, and Lord Guilford. 
Guil. How ſhall I ſpeak the fulneſs of my heart? 
What ſhall I ſay, to bleſs you for this goodneſs ? 
Oh! ious pri But my life is yours, 
And all the bu of my years to come, 
Ts, to attend with humbleſt duty on you, 
And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. 
Duch. &. F. Yes noble youth, I ſhare in all thy joys, 
© In all the Joys which this fad day can give. e 
The dey delight I have to call thee ſon, 
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Comes like a cordial to my drooping fpirits : 

© It broods with gentle warmth upon my boſom, 

And melts that froſt of death which hung about me.” 
But haſte! inform my daughter of our pleaſure ; 
Let thy tongue put on all its pleaſing eloquence, 


© Inſtrutt thy love to ſpeak of comfort to her, 


To ſooth her griefs, and chear the mourning maid.” 
North. All deſolate and drown'd in flowing tears, 


By Edward's bed the pious princeſs fits ; 


« Faſt from her lifted eyes the drops 

Fall trickling o'er her Geck, wh e holy ardor 

© And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'ring ſoul ;” 

And ev'ry ſigh is wing' d with pray'rs ſo potent, 

As firive with Heav'n to fave her dying Lord. 

Dach. Suff. From the firſt early days of infant life, 
endſhip grew betwixt em; 


Beneath one common parent's care they liv'd. 
North. A wondrovs ſympathy of ſouls conſpur'd 

To form the ſacred union. Lady Jane, 

Of all his royal blood was ſtill the deareſt: 

© In ev*ry innocent delight they ſhar'd, 


- 200 , and fat, and walk'd together 
in the 


© Nay, graver buſineſs of his youth, 
When books and learning call'd him from his ſports, 
« Ev'n there the princely maid was his compani 


She left the ſhining court to ſhare his toil, 


To turn with him the grave hiſtorian's page, 
© And taſte the rapture of the poet's ſong ; 
To ſearch the Latin aud the Grecia ſtores, 
© And wonder ar the _—_ —_ of old. 
Enter Lady Jane Gray, weeping. 

L. J. Gray. Wo't thou not break, my heart 

Suff. Alas! what mean' ſt thou ? 

Guil. Oh, ſpeak ! 

Ducb. Suff. How fares the King? 

orth. Say, is he dead? 
L. J. Gray. The ſaints and angels have him. 
Dach. Suff. When I left him, h 


He ſeem'd à little chear d, juſt as you 4 
Ti. J. Gray. As I approach'd to kueel and pay my 
He rais'd his feeble eyes, and faintly ſmiling» Lang 
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Are you then come? he cry'd: I only liv'd, 
To bid farewel to thee, my gentle cov{in, 
To ſpeak a few ſhort words to thee, and die. 
With that he preſt my hand, and oh he ſaid, 
When I am gone, do thou be to 1 Z 
Keep to that faith in which we both were bred, 
And to the end be conſtant. More I would, 
But cannot. There his falt'ring ſpirits fail'd, 
And turning every thought from earth at once, 
© To that bleſt place where all his hopes were fix'd, 
* Earneft he pray'd;——Merciful great defender Þ 
* Preſerve thy holy altars undef\ 1. 
Protect this land from bloody men and idols, 
Save my poor people from the yoke of Rome, 
And take thy painful ſervant to thy mercy.* 
Then ſinking on his pillow, with a figh, 
He breath'd his innocent and faithful foul 
Into his hands who gave it. 

Guil. © Crowns 6 glory, 
© Such as the brighteſt angels wear, be on him; 
Peace his aſhes here, and paradiſe 
9 Il its endleſs bliſs be open to him.? 
North. Our grief be on his grave. Our preſent 
Enjoins to ſee his laſt — — ark 
I hold it fit his death be not made known 
To any but our friends. To-morrow early 
The council ſhall aſſemble at the Tower. 
Mean while, I beg your Grace would ftrait inform 

[To the Ducbeſs of Suffolly 

Your princely daughter of our reſolution; 
Our common int'reſt in that happy tie, 
Demands our ſwifteſt care to ſee it ſiniſn' d. 


Dauch. Suff. My Lord, you have determin'd well, 


* Lord Guilford, 
Da , receive this Lord as one whom I, 
Your father, and his own, ordain your huſband : 
What more concerns our will, and your obedience, 
We leave you to receive from him at leiſure, 
[ Excunt Duke and Ducheſs of Suffolk, 

' and Duke of Northumberland. rows, 
Sui. Wo't thou not ſpare a moment from thy ſor- 
And bid theſe bubbling ſtreams forbear to flow ? 


: 
l 
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« Wo't thou not give one interval to joy,” 
One little pauſe, while humbly I unfold 
The happieſt tale my tongue was ever bleſt with ? 


L. J. Gray. My heart is cold within me, ev'ry ſenſe 


Is dead to joy; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 

* Nay, I muſt hear thee, ſuch is her command, 

© Whom early duty taught me ſtill Yobey.” 

But oh! forgive me, if to all thy ſtory, 

-Tho? eloquence divine attend thy ſpeaking, 

© Thy" ev'ry muſe and ev'ry grace do crown thee 
Forgive me, if I cannot better anſwer, | | 

Than weeping—thus, and thus 

Sul. If I offend thee, 

Let me be dumb for ever; let not life 

© Inform theſe breathing organs of my voice, 

If any ſound from me diſturb thy quiet. 

© What is my peace or happineſs to thine ?? 

No; tho” our noble ts had decreed, 

And urg'd high which import the ſtate, 

This night to give thee to my faithful arms, 

My faireſt bride, my only earthly bliſs. — 

IL. J. Gray. How! Guilford! on this night! 
Guil. This happy night, 

Yet if thou art refolv'd to croſs my fate, 

If this my utmoſt wiſh ſhall give thee pain, 

Now rather let the ſtroke of death fall on me, 

PL IEEE SINE Ss BEER (UT BEIT be © 

Let me be ſwept away with tüngs forgotten, 

© Be huddled up in — obſcure blind ave, 

© Ere thou ſhould'ſ ſay my love has thee wretched, 

Or 4rop one fingle tear for Guilfurd's ſake. 

I. J. Gray. Alas! I have too much of death already 

And want not thine to furniſh out new horror. 

© Oh ! dreadful thought! If thou wert dead indeed, 

© What hope were left me then? Yes, I will own, 

- OE TT anne wy cheek, 

My heart has fondly lean'd toward thee long: 

© Thy ſweetneſs virtue, and unblemiſh'd youth, 

© Have won a place for thee within my boſom: 

And if my eyes look coldly on thee now, 

And ſhun thy love on this diſaſtrous day, 

© It is becauſe I would not deal fo hardly, 

© To give thee fighs for all thy faithful vows, 
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© And pay thy tenderneſs with nought but tears. 
And yet tis all I have. 

© Gail. I aſk no more; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope, 
To charm the doubts which vex my anxious ſoul ; 
pa pop wb . 
And at thy y pic eaſure portion out my bleflings. 
My eyes ſhall learn to ſmile or weep from thine, 
© Ner will I think of joy while thou art fad. 
* Nay, could'ft thou be fo cruel to command it, 
* I will forgo a bri 's ſacred right, 
far from thee, on ch. unw bolſom earth, 


ing to thee, 

night. 

* And chear my heart with thee as with the morning. 
L. J. Gray. Say, wo't thou conſecrate the night to 

* And give up ev'ry ſenſe to ſolemn ſadneſs ? [ forrow, 

- ©* Wo't thou, in watching, waſte the tedious hours, 

Sit ſilently and careful by my fide, 

© Lilt to the tolling clocks, the cricket's cry, 

And ev'ry melancholy midnight noiſe ? 

Say, wo't thou baniſh pleaſure and delight ? 

* Wo't thou forget that ever we have lov'd, 

* And only now and then let fall a tear, 

+ To mourn for Edward's loſs, and England's fate ? 
Gail. Unwearied ſtill I will attend thy woes, 

And be a very faithful partner to thee. 

Near thee Iwill complain in fighs as numberleſs, 

* As murmurs breathing in the leafy grove: 

III <=. 

: 


E gurgle o'er their ſands for ever. 
—— thro? all his courſe ; 
rr ſad Philemel, who plains 
From ftarry veſper to the roſy dawn, 
Muay er gore pendbogre yam . FP 
Exe 1 o'er to weep and mourn wi 

L. 7. Grg. Here then I take thee to my heart for 


Giving her hand. 
* The deve e . 
2 

„e that the common portion of us both: 
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Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane; 
But if good Heav'n have any joys in ſtore, 
Let that be all thy own.” 
Cuil. Thou wondrous goodneſs ! 
Heav'n gives too much at once in giving thee, 
* And by the common courſe of things below, 
Where each delight is temper'd with affliction, 
Some evil terrible and unforſeen 
Muſt ſure enſue, to poiſe the ſcale againſt I 
This vaſt profuſion of exceeding pleaſure, 
But be it fo, let it be death and ruin, 
On any terms I take thee.” 
L. J. Gray. Truſt our fate 
To him whoſe gracious wiſdom guides our ways, 
And makes what we think evil turn to good. 
Permit me now to leave thee and retire ; 
I'll ſummon all my reaſon and my duty, 
To ſooth this ſtorm within, and frame my heart 
To yield obedience to my noble parents. 
Guil. Good angels miniſter their comforts to thee. 
And, oh! If as my fond belief would hope, 
II any word of mine be gracious to thee _ 
I beg thee, I conjure thee, drive away 


TP — .; 


murd”rous hts of grief that kill th oy 
Reſtore thy —_ 2 * 4 


Lift up the light of glaqneſs in thy eyes, 

eg Yea, Gulfird, I will tady wo forge 
Gray. Yes, Guilford, I wil to 

All de dhe nepal Rincnd hes beep ome, 

How we have lov'd, ev'n from our very cradles.” 

My private loſs no r will I mourn, 

But ev*ry tender thought to thee ſhall turn: 

With patience I'll ſubmit to Heav'n's decree, 

And what I loſt in Edward, find in thee. 

But oh? when I revolve what rains wait 

Our finking altars, and the falling ftate: 

«© When I A my native > 4 

« Expected ious Sovereign's 3 

on bw m diſtreſs, 

A King to govern, and a faint to bleſs :? 

New ſorrow to my lab'ring breaſt ſucceeds, 

Gai 
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Gail. My heart finks in me at her ſoft complaining, 
And ev'ry moving accent that ſhe breathes, 
Reſolves my courage, ſlackens my tough nerves, 
And melts me down in infancy and tears. 
My fancy palls, and takes diſtaſte at pleaſure ; 
© My foul grows out of tune, it loaths the world, 
< Sickens at all the noiſe and folly of it; 
And I could fit me down in ſome dull ſhade, 
Where lonely contemplation keeps her cave, | 
© And dwells with hoary hermits ; there forget myſelf, 
* Thins ir wy yl oyos hin the anc, 5 
» away an melancholy. 
r 9 
Pemb. Edward is dead; fo faid the great Nortbumber- 
As now he ſhot along by me in haſte; [lands 
He preſs'd my hand, and in a whiſper begg'd me 
To guard the ſecret carefully as life, 
Till ſome few hours ſhouid paſs; for much hung on it. 
Much may indeed hang on it. See m Guilford?! 
My friend! { Speatin to bim. 
[Frarting 


Pemb. Wherefore doſt thou ſtart? 
Why fits that wild diſorder on thy viſage, 
Somewhat that looks like paſſions ſtrange to thee, 
The paleneſs of ſurprize and ghaſtly fear? 
Since I have known thee firſt, and call'd thee friend, 
I never ſaw thee fo unlike thyſelf, 
So chang'd upon a ſudden. 
Guil, How! ſo chang'd! 
Pemb. So to my eye thou ſeem'lt. 
Guil. The is dead. 
Pemb. I learn'd it from thy father, 
Juſt as I enter'd here. But ſay, could that, 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expected, 
Diſtract thy thought, or ſhock thy temper thus ? | 
Gail. Oh! Pembroke ! tis in vain to hide from thee} 
For thou haſt look'd into my artleſs boſom, 
And ſeen at once the hurry of my ſoul, 
Tis true, thy coming ſtruck me with ſu 
I have + hu ke—Bur wherefor aer 
I have a tho thoughts all up in arms, 
Like pop'lous towns 'd at dead of night, 
That mix'd in darkneſs, buſtle to and fro, 
24 if their buſineſs were to make confuſion.” 


Pen. 
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Penh. Then ſure our better call'd me hither ; 
For this is friendſhip's hour, and friendſhip's office, 
To come when council and when help is wanting, 

To ſhare the pain of ewry gnawing care 

Ns thnalk of combber in the tw of Sankle, 

To reach a hand, and fave thee from adverſity. 
Cuil. And wo't thou be a friend to me indeed ? 
And while I lay my boſom bare before thee, 

"Pas gemly over v'y Þ ee 


W's 


Fry 
ſoul, 


„ Gap 66; aliots.. 
If it were fo, that I indeed muſt judge thee, 
I ſhould take part with thee againſt my ſelf, 
And call thy fault a virtue.” 

Guil. But ſuppoſe 
The er. 
Fenb. No more; thou know'ſt we ſpoke of that to- 
And on what terms we left it. Tis a ſubject, ¶ day, 
Of which, if poſſible, I would not think : 
Ln BY y mention it no more. 

G 


Thou know'ſt I cannot. Therefore, e it. 
Gail. Oh! could the ſecret, I would tell thee, ſleep. 
And the world never know it, ay CR 
would 3 


Or vex thy with an officious tale 

But fince, howe' er to thy car, 

It muſt be told thee once, hear it from me. I ſoul. 
Pemb. Speak then, and eaſe the doubts that my 


Sunil. 8 thy Gailford's better ſtars prevail, 
And crown his love 

Pemb. Say not ſuppoſe : Tis done, 
Seek not for vain excuſe, or GiCaing works; 
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in between me and my hopes, 
e 
Thou haſt betray d me 
Gaul. How! betray'd thee, Pembroke ? 

Pemb. Yes, falſly, like a traitor. 

Gail. Have a care. [thee ; 
. Pemb. But think not I will bear the foul play from 
There was but this which I could ne'er forgive. 
f 2 met an by Ng Wn. 
Impatient wrong. revenge; 
And tho” I love thee——fondly—— 
Cuil. Hear me yet, 

And Pembroke ſhall acquit me to himſelf. 
1 — —u—ö n — 

ve the to my arms 

Pex. Wit heat! Rand and len to thy triumph! 
Tuou think" me tame indeed. No, hold, I charge thee, 
Leſt I that ever we were friends, 
- Leſt in the rage of diſa ted love, 
I ruſh at once and tear for thy falſhood. 

Guil. Thou warn'ſ me well; * as thou 
To truſt the ſecret ſum of all my happineſs, [art, 
With one not maſter of himſelf. Farewel. [ Going. 


Pemb. Ha! art thou ? think not thus to 
Nar lake wn em the we — 


Z 


Pemb. Tell it to me all; 
ay, thou art married, ſay thou haſt poſſeſs'd her, 


rioted in vaſt exceſs of bliſs ; 
'That I may curſe myſelf, and thee, and her. 
Come, tell me how thou did'ſt ſupplant thy _ 
How didft thou look with that betraying 
And ſmiling, plot my ruin ? 
Guil. Give me way, 
When thou art better temper's, 1 may tell thee, 
And vindicate at full my love and friendſhip. [traitor ? 
Pienb. And des thou hope to ſhun me then, thou 
No, I will have it now, this moment from thee, 
4 ieee | 
© Gail. Away, thou madman! . 
Ire. 
Sooner than hold diſcourſe with ra Tore 
« Pemb. Tell it, or by my injur TRE... 


[ Laying 
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ACT m. 
SCENE, the Tower. . 
r Ned and Gn. 
[ blame, 


Gard. AY, by the rood, my Lord, you were to 
To let a hair-bram'd paſſion be your guide, 
And hurry you into ſuch mad extremes. 
22 you might have made much worthy praßt 
atient hearing: the unthinking Lord 
1 for. ev'ry ſecret of his ſoul; 
'Then when you were the maſter of his boſom, 
That were the time to uſe him with contem 
And turn his friendſhip back upon his hands 
Pemb. Thou talk'it as if a madman could be wie. 
Oh, Winchefter ! thy hoary frozen age 
Can never gueſs my pain; can never know 
The burning tranſports of untam'd deſire. 
«I tell thee, rev rend Lord, to that one blis, 
To the enjoyment of that lovely thaid, 
© As to their centre, I had drawn each 
© And ev'ry wiſh my furious ſoul could = | 
Still old a _ 5d that my brain forethought, 
© And faſhion'd ev'ry action of my life. 
Then, to be robb'd at once, — unſuſpecting. 
< Be daſh'd in all the height of expectation 
© It was not to be borne.” [ fince ? 
Gard. Have you not heard of what has happen'd 
Pemb. I have not had a minute's peace of mind, 
A moment's pauſe, to reſt from rage, or think. 
Gard. Learn it from me then : a cre 1 ſpeak, 
I warn you to be maſter of yourſelf, | 
Though, as you know, "they have confin'd me long, 
Gra'mercy to their goodneſs, pris'ner here; 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large | 
Within the Towcr, and hold free ſpeech with any, 
I have not dreamt away my thoughtleſs hours, 
© Without good heed to theſe our righteous rulers.” 
4 — this true, this morn a truſty = 
rought me word, that yeſter ev'ning late, 
In rio 1 of all the grief for Edward's dead, 
* friends were _— IF 
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Pemb. Married !- who ? Damnation ! | 
Gard. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the Lady — 
Pemb. Curſe on my ſtars 
Gard. Nay, in the name of grace, 
Reftrain this finful paſſion ; all's not loſt 
In this one ſingle woman. 
Pemb, I have loit 
More than the female world can give me back. 
I had beheld ev'n her whole ſex, unmov'd, 
Look'd o'er 'em like a bed of gaudy flowers, 
That lift their painted heads, and live . 
Then ſhed their trifling glories 
My heart diſdain'd their beauties, ul ſhe came, 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give, 


And with a mind ſo great, it ſpoke its eſſence 
Immortal and divine. 


Sand. She was a wonder; 
Detraction muſt allow that. 
Pemb, The virtues came, 
* Sorted in gentle fellowſhip, to crown her, 
As if they meant to mend each other's work. 
c Outs with 4 ortitude _ _ 
i ove of truth, w1 
8 ae rr ever knew, 
Or her own Plato taught. A wonder! Winchefter Js 
Thou know'ſt not what ſhe was, nor can I ſpeak her, 
More than to ſay, ſhe was that only bleſſing 
My ſoul was ſet upon, and I have loſt her. 


Gard. Your ſtate is not ſo bad as you would make itz 
Nor need you thus abandon ev'ry 


hope. 
Pemb Hat ven thou fave me, ſnatch me from diſ- 
And bid me hve a 


4 [pair 
Gard. She * 1 N 


Gard. TD ie de den dee . 


2 


Have troden down our 1 


Ranſack'd our ſhrines, and driv'n her ſaints to exile, 
But if my divination fail me not, 


| Their hanghty hearts ſhall be abas'd ere long, 
— adhd ds. 


Pemb, 
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Pemb. And would'ſt thou have my fierce impatience 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack, . [ tay ? 
For diſtant joys, whole ages yet behind? 

Can love attend on politicians ſchemes, 
E a — — events of 1 
un heads, and creeping time 

Gard. To-das , or I m ill- inform d, Nortbumberland, 
With eaſy Szffo/k, Guilford, and the reſt, 

Meet here in council on ſome deep defign, 

Some traiterous contrivance, to protect N 
Their upſtart faith from near approaching ruin. 

But there are pum ters and axes 

For traitors, and conſuming flames for heretics: 

The happy bridegroom may be yet cut ſhort, 

Ev'n in i not you; 
Howe er the fawning Sire, old , court you; 
No, by the holy rood, I charge you, mix not 

Wich their pernicious counſels. —Miſclief waits em, 
Sure, certain unavoidable deſtruction. if 

Pemb. Ha! join with them ! the curſed Duales race! 
Who, while they held me in their arms, betray'd me; 
Scorn'd me for not ſuſpecting they were villains, 

And made a mock' ry of my eaſy friendſtup. 

No, when I do, diſhonour be my portion, | 
And fwift perdition catch me; Join with them!? 
Gard. I would not have you——Hie you to the city, 
And join with thoſe who love our ancient faith, 

Gather your friends about you, and be ready 

T' affert our zealous Mary's royal title, 

And doubt not but her gratefu! hand ſhall give you 
To ſee your ſoul's deſire upon your enemies. 

The church ſhall pour her ample treaſures forth too, 
And pay you with ten years of pardon. 

Pemb. No; keep your bleſſings back, and give me 
Give me to tell that ſoft deceiver Guilford, [ vengeance, 
Thus, traitor, haſt thou done, thus haſt thou wrong'd me, 
And thus thy treaſon finds a juſt reward. come, . 

Gard, But ſoft! no more! the Lords o' th* Council 
Ha! by the maſs, the bride and bridegroom too! 
Retire with me, my Lord ; we muſt not meet *em. 

Pemb. *Tis they themſelves, the curſed happy pair ! 
Haſte, Winchefter, haſte ! let us fly for ever, 

And drive her from * thoughts, if poſſible. 
B 2 


Oh! 
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© Oh! love what have I loſt !—Oh! rev'rend Lord! 
«© Pity this fond, this foolith weakneſs in me 

«* Methinks, I go like our firſt wretched father, 
When from his bliſsful garden he was driv'n: 
Like me he went deſpairing, and like me, 


Thus at the gate ſtopt ſhort for ohE laſt view; 


Then with the chearleſs partner of his woe, 
He turn'd him to the world that lay below: 
© There, for his Eden's happy plains, beheld „ 
© A barren, wild, uncomfortable field ; TIP 
He faw "was vain the ruin to deplore, 1 1247 | 
He tried to give the ſad remembrance oer: „ 
The fad remembrance ſtill return'd _ * 
And his loſt paradiſe renew'd his 
[ Exeunt Pem — and Gardiner. 
Enier Lord Guilford, and Lady Jane 

Gail. What ſhall I ſay to thee! What Powr divine 
Will teach my tongue to tell thee what I feel? 
To pour the tranſp̃orts of my boſom forth, 
And make thee partner of the joy dwells there? 


„For thou art comfortleſs, fall of affliction, | * 


Heavy of heart as the forſaken widow, * 
© And deſolate as orphans.” y wy my fair one! 


Thy Eduard 5 amon the brighteſt ſtars, 


And yet thy ſorrows ſeek in the gra 
L. F. Gray. Alas, my — De — griefs 
Beſet my anxious heart; and yet, as if 
The burden were too little, I have added” 09" 
The weight of all thy cares; and like the miſer. 
Increaſe of wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The morning light ſeems not to riſe as uſual, 
It dawns not to me, like my virgin days, 
© But brings new thoughts — other fears upon me; 
I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain'd, 
Leſt ought but good ſhould happen to my Guilford. 
_ Gail. Nothing but good can happen to thy Guz/ford, 
While thou art by his fide, his better angel, 
His bleſſing and his guard. | 
L. F. Gray. * Why came we hither ? 
Why was I drawn to this unlucky place, 
© This Tor, fo often ftain'd with royal blood? 
© Here the Fourth Edzvard's helpleſs ſons were murder'd, 
© And pious Henry fell by ruthleſs Geer : 
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© I's this the place allotted for rejoicing ? 

The bow'r adorn'd to keep our nuptial feaſt in? 
Methinks ſuſpicion and diſtruſt dwell here, 

* Staring with meagre forms thro' grated windows 3 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting puniſhment ; 
Without, grim danger, fear, and fierceſt pow'r 
Sit on the rude old tow'rs, ard Gothic battlements: 
© While horror overlooks tae dreadiul wall, 

And frowns on all around. 

Guil. In ſafety here, 3 

© The Lords o' th' Council have this morn decreed 
To meet, and with united care ſupport 

© The feeble toti' ring ſtate.” To there, my Princeſs, 
Whoſe royal veins are rich in Henr*s blood, 

With one conſent the nobleſt heads are bond? 
From thee they aſk a ſanction to th. ir counteis, 

And from thy healing hand expect a care, 

For Exgland s loſs in Edavard. 

Ci. J. Gray, How! from me! | 
Alas, my Lord !—Bot fare thou mear'ft to mock me ? 
Guil, No, by the love my faithful heart is full ol 
\ But ſee, thy mother, gracious Saſſolt, comes 

To intercept my ftory : ſhe ſhail tell thee ; 
For in her look I read the lab'ring thought, 
What vaſt event thy fate is now diſcloſing. 
Enter the Dacheſi of Suffolk. 

Duch. Suff. No more cemplain, indulge thy tears no 
Thy pious grief has giv'n the grave its due: I more, 
Jet thy heart kindle witu the higheſt hopes; 

Expand thy boſom, let thy foul enlarg'd?* 
Make room to entertain the coming glory; 
For majeſty and purple greatneſs court thee ; 
Homage and low ſubjection wait: A crown, 
© That makes the princes cf the earth like gods? 
A crown, my daughter, £:g/and's crown attends, 
To bind thy brows with its imperial wreath, 
L. J. Gray. Amazement chills my veins! What ſays 
my mother? 7 

Duch. Sujj. Lis Heav*n's decree; for our expirin 
When now, juſt ſtruggling to his native ſkies, [Edward, 
Er'n on the verge of ticav'n, in ſight of angels, 
That hover'd round to waft him to the ſtars, 

Ev'n then declar'd my Zane for his ſucceſſor. + 
B 3 L. J. Grey 
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L. J. Gray. Could Edward do this? Could the dying 


Bequeach his crown to me? Oh, fatal bounty! [ſaing 


To me! but *tis impoſlible !! «we dream. 
A tfouſand and a thcuſand: bars opnoſe me, 
* Riſe in my way, and intercept my paſſage. 
Ev'n you, my gracious mother, what muſt you be, 
Ere ] can be a Queen? 
Duch. Su. That, and that only, 
Thy mother; ſonder of that tender name, 
* Than all the proud additions pow'r can give. 


« Yes, I will give vp all my ſhare of greatneſs, 


And live in low obſcurity for ever, 


© T'o ſee thee rais'd, thou darling of my heart, 


© And fix'd upon atarone.* But fee! thy father, 
iVerthemb:rland, with all the Council come 
% pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet, 
To kneel, and call thee Queen, 
L. J. Gray. Support me, Gauilferd; 


| Give me thy aid: ftay thou my fainticg ſoul, 


And heip me to repreſs this growing dan 
Enter Suffolit, Northumberland, LN others of” 
the Privy-Council. Kings, 
North. Hail, ſacred Princeſs! = from ancient 


Our Exgland's deareſt hope, undoubted 


Of York and Lancaſter's united line; 

By whoſe bright zeal, by whoſe viRtorious faith. 
« Guarded and fenc'd around, our pure religion, 

*. That lamp ef truth which: ſhines upon our altars,, 
«. Shall lift its golden head, and flouriſh long; 


- © Beneath whole awful rule and righteous ſceptre, 


The plentcous years ſhall roll in long ſugceſſion ; 
Law ſhall prevail, and ancient right take place, 
Fair Liberty ſhall lift her chearſul head, 

« Fearleſs of tyranny. and proud oppreſſion; 

No ſad complaining in our ſtreets ſhall cry, 

« But juſtice ſhall be exercis'd in mercy,” 

Hail, royal Fane! behold, we bend our knees, 
'Th » Eneed.. 


With humbleſt wy thus we 1 _ own - 

Our liege, our ſov our , our x 
L. 7: Gray. Oh, E . — 
My father, nfc!. [To Suſi 

And 


The pledge of homage, and thy land's 
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And you, my father, too ! [To North. 
Riſe all, nor cover me with tlas confuſion. [They rije. 
What means this mock, this maſquing ſhew of great- 
Why do you hang theſe pageant glories on me, fuel ? 
And dreis me up in honours not my own? 
Nerth. The * of cur late great maſter Henry, 
Stand both by law excluded from ſucceſſion. 
To make all firm, 
And fix a power unqueſiion'd in your h:nd, 
Edxcard, by will, bequeath'd his crown to you; 
And the concurring lords in council met, 
Have ratified the gift. 
L. J. Gray. Are crowns and empire, 
The government and ſafety of manl:ind,” 
Triſles of ſuch light mcment, to be left | 
Like ſome rich toy, a ring, or fancied gem, ' 
The pledge of parting friends? Can Kings do taus, 
And give away a people for a legacy ? 
North. Forgive me, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each ſenſe, each faculty of mind, 
To ſee the utmoſt wiſh the great can form, | 
A crown, thus coldly met: A crown ! which lighted, 
And left in ſcorn by you, ſha!l ſoon be ſought, 
Aad find a joyful wearer; one, perhaps, 
Of blood, unkindred to your royal houſe, 
And fix its glories in another line. 
L. J. Gray. Where art thou now, thou partner of my 
cares ? [Turning to Guilford, 
Come to my aid, and help to bear this burthen: 
© Oh! fave me from this ſorrow, this misfortune, 
Which in the ſhape cf gorgeous greatneſs comes 
© To crown, and make a wretch of 'me for ever. 
Gail. Thou weep'ſt, my Queen, and hang'ft thy 
| «* drooping head, a | 
Like nodding poppies, heavy with the rain, 
That bow their weary :*cks, and bend to earth.“ 
See, by thy fide, thy faichful Guilford ſtands, 
Prepar'd to keep diſtreſs and danger from thee, 
To wear thy ſacred cauſe upon his ſword, 
And war againſt the world in thy defence. 
Nerth. Oh! * flay this inauſpicious ſtream of tears, 
And chear your people with one gracious ſmile, 
Nor comes your fate in ſuch a dreadful form, | 
B 4 © To 
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© To bid you ſhun it. Turn thoſe ſacred eyes | 
On the bright proſpect empire ſpreads before you.” 
Methinks I ſee you ſeated on the throne ; 
Beneath your feet, the kingdom's great degrees 
In bright confuſion ſhine, mitres and coronets, 
The various ermine, and the glowing purple; 
AJembled ſenates wait with avyful dread, 
To firm your high commands, and make em fate. 

L. J. Gray. Yoa turn io view the painted fide of 


Ard cover all the cares that lurk beneath. [ royalty, 


Js it, to be a Queen, to ſit aloft, 
In ſolemn, dull, uncomfortable ſtate, 
- The flatter'd idol of a ſervile court? | 
Is it, to draw a pompous train along, 
A pagearit, for the wond' ring crowd to gaze at? 
Is it, in wantonneſs of power to reign, 
And make the world ſubſervient to my pleaſure? 
© Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched, 
© To watch, to toil, to take a ſacred 
To bend each day before high Heav'n, and own, 
This people haſt thou truſted to my hand, 
And at my hand, I know, thcu ſhalt require em? 
Alas, Nor: land !-—My father !—Is it not 
To live a life of care, and when I die, 
Have more to anſwer for before my judge, 
Than any of my ſubjeQts ? 5 

Dauch. Suff. © Ev'ry ſtate 2 
Alletted to the race cf man below, 
Is, in proportion, doom d to taſte ſome ſorrow 
Nor is the golden wreath on a King's bro 
« Exempt from care; and yet,. whe would not bear it ? 
Thick on the monarchs of our royal race, 
© 'ſhey liv'd not for themſelves: how many bleſſings, 
c m_— many hfted hands ſhall pay thy A ms | 
« If for thy people's thou haply borrow, 
« Some — ck 12 of reſt, and wake 
To give the world repoſe !? 

Suff. Behe Id, we ſtand upon the brink of ruin, 
And only thou canſt ſave us. Perſecution, 
That fiend of Rome and hell, prepares her tortures; 
S:e where ſhe comes, in Mary's prieſtly train 
Stifl v:o't thou doubt? till thou bchold her ftalk, 
Red v. ich the blood of martyrs, and wide waſting 
n er 
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O'er England's boſom ? © All the mam go” 
Our towns ſhall glow with unextingurih'd hres ; 
Our youth on racks ſhall ſtretch their crackling bones; 
Our babes ſhull ſarawl on conſecrated ſpears ; 
© Matrons and huſbands, with their new-born i 
Shall burn promiſcuous; a continu'd peal 
© Of lamentations, groans, and ſhrieks ſhall found , 
Through all our purple ways.” 
Sail. Amidft that ruin, 1 
Think thou behold'ſt thy Gui/ford”s head laid low, 
Bloody and pale 
L. J. Gray. Oh! ſpare the dreadful image 
Gail. Oh! would the miſery be bounded there, 
My life were little.z hut the rage of Rome 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victims. 
With Superſtition comes that other fiend, 
© That bane of peace, of arts, and virtue, Tyranny; 
« That foe of juſtice, ſcorner cf all law; 
That beaſt, which thinks mankind were born for one, 
And made by Heav'n to be a monſter's prey; 
* That heavieſt curſe of groaning nations, Tyranny.” 
Mary ſhall, by her kindred Spain, be taught 
To our necks beneath a brazen yoke, 
And rule o'er wretches with an iron ſceptre. 
L. F. Gray. Avert that judgment, Heav'n! 
Whare'er thy providence allots for me, 
In mercy ſpare my country. 
Gail. Oh! my Queen! | 
Does not thy great, thy gen'rous heart relent, 
To think this land, for liberty ſo fam'd, 
Shall have her tow ry front at once laid low, 
And robb'd of all its glory? Oh! my country 
Ohl! faireſt Albion, empreſs of the deep, 
© How have thy nobleſt ſons, with ſtubborn valour, 
© Stood to the laſt, died many a field in blood, 
In dear defence of birta-right and their laws! [dom, 
© And ſhall thoſe hands which fought the cauſe of free- 
© Be manacled in baſe unworthy bonds: 
Be tamely yielded up, the ſpoil, the ſlaves 
© Of hair-brain'd zeal, and cruel coward priefts ?? 
L. J. Gray. Yes, my lov'd lord, my foul is mov'd 
hke thine, 
AF*:y*ry danger which invades our England; 
B 5 My 
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My cold heart kindles at the great occaſion, 
And cu n1d be more than man in her defence. 
But where is my commiſſion to redreſs ? ; 
Or whence my po r to ſave? Can Edward's wills, 


Can you, my lords, give me the power ta canvaſs 
A doubtful nile with King Henry's daughters? 
Where are the rev'rend ſages of the lav, 
To guide me with their wiſdoms, and point out 
Ihe paths which right and juſtice bid me tread ? + 

North. The judges all attend, and will at leiſure 
Reſolve you ev*ry ſcruple. — 

L. J. Gray. They expound ; | 
But where arc .-2ſe, my lord, that make the law? 
Where are the ancient honours of the realm, 

The nobles,. with the mitred fathers: join'd'? 

The wealthy commons ſolemnly aſſembled ? 

Where is that voice cf a conſenting people, 

To Pledge the univerſal faith with mane, 
And call me juſſiy Queen :? 

North. Nor all _— | | TG 
< Be wanting to your wiſh. - lords and commons 
Shall at your royal bidding, ſoon aſſembled, 

And with — homage ewn your title. 
Delay not then to meet the general wiſh, 
But be our Queen, be Exgland's better angel. 
Nor let miſtaken piety betray you 

© To join with cruel Mary in our ruin; 

Her bloody faith commands ker to deſtroy, 
And yours forbids to fave. 5 Fo 

Guil. Our foes, already ** = 
High in their hcpes, devote us all to death: 
The droniſh monks, the ſ:om and ſhame of 
* Rouze and prepare once more to take poſſeſſion, 
To neſile in their ancient hives again; | 
Again they furbiſh up their holy trumpery, 

« Relics, and wooden-working ſaints, | 

Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbiſh, 

In high proceſſion mean to bring them back, 

And place the puppets in their ſkrines again: 

« While thoſe 1 — malice, — Gate, 
And deep deſigning Card' ner, dream of vengeance; 
< Devour the blood of innocents, in hope; 


« Like 
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Like vultures, ſnuff the ſlaughter in the wind, 
And ſpeed their flight to havoc and the prey.“ 
HFlaſte then, and fave us, while tis given to ſave 

Your country, your religion. 
North. Save your friends ? 
Suff. Your father 
Duch. Suff. Mother ! 

Guil. Huſband ! | 


L. J. Gray. Take me, crown me, 
Iuveſt me with this royal wretchedneſs ; | | 
Let me not know one happy minute more; 

Let all r nights be ſpent in care, | 
My &xys be vex'd with tumults and alarms ; | 
If only I can fave you, if my fate | | 
Has mark*d me out to be the public victim, 
] take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die. 3 
For that eternal truth my faith is fix d on, FF N 
And that dear native land which gave me birtn. | 

Guil, Wake ev'ry tuneful inſtrument to tell it, | 
And let the trumpet's ſprighily note im 

My Jane is England's Queen! Let the loud cannon 
In peals of thunder ſpeak it to Auguſta; 

Imperial Thames, catch thou the ſacred ſound, 

© And roll it to the ſubje& ocean down : 

Tell the old deep, and all thy brother floods, 

My Jane is empreſs of the wat'ry world! ec” 
No with glad fires our bloodleſs ſtreets ſhall ſme: 
With cries of joy our chearful ways ſhall ring; 

Thy name ſhall echo thro? the reſcu d iſle, 

And reach applanding Heav*n ! 

L. J. Gray. Oh, Guilford !. what do we give up for 
_—— that's a toy I would not purchaſe, 12 
An idle, empty bubble. But for Ezgland/ 
What muſt we loſe for that! Since then my fat: 

Has forc'd this hard exchange upon my will, 
Let gracious Heav'n allow me one requeſt : 

For that bleſt peace in which I once did dwell, 
For ng, ot, and m 7 cell, 
For all joys my happier days did prove, 

For Plato, We has Ao. rx Grove; | 
All that I aſk, is, tho' my fortune frown, 

And bury me 2 5 * 
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Let that one ge od be added to my doom, 3 
To ſave this land from tyranny and Rowe. [Execunt. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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ACT W. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Pembroke and Gardiner. { 
Gard. I N an unlucky and accurſed hour [berlfnd, 
Set forth that traitor Duke, that proud Nortbam- 
* To draw h word _= the ſide of hereſy, 
And war ayairft our Mary's royal right: 
Ill fortune fly before, and pave his way | 
Wich diſzppointments, miſchief, and defeat; 
No thou, O toly Becket, the protector, 
The champion, and the martyr of our church, 
Appear, and once more own the cauſe of Rome; 
Beat duwn his lance, break thou his fword in battle, 
And cover foul rebellion with confuſion. | 
Pemb. I ſay him marching at his army's head; 
1 mark'd him iſſuing through the city-gate 
In harneſs all appointed, as he paſs'd; + 
And (for he wore his beaver up) could read 
Upon his viſage, horror and diſmay. *' 
No voice of chearfu! ſalutation chear'd him, 
None wiſh'd lis arms might thrive, or bade God ſpeed 
But thro? a ſtaring gliaſtly-locking crowd,  [hun; 
UnhaiPd, unbleſs'd, with heavy heart he went: 
As if his traitor father's haggard ghoſt, ++ 
Ard Semerſet, freſh bleeding from the axe, 
On either nand had uſher'd him to ruin. | 
Gord. Ncr ſhall the holy vengeance loiter long. 
At Farminghem in Suffolk lies the Queen, 
Mey, our pious miſtreſs, where each day 
'The nobles of the land, and ſwarming populace, 
Gather, and lift beneath her royal enſigns. 
The fleet, commanded by Sir 7 homes erningham, 
Set out tn warlike manner to oppoſe her, 
With one conſent have jcin'd to own her cauſe : 
Ihe valiant Se, and Sir Edward Haſtings, 


With 


' | 2 


How may we blaſt our enemies with ruin, 


And meet at Bayzard's-Caftle in the city ; 


* 
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With many more of note are up in arms, 
And all declare for her. 

Pemb. The citizens, 
© Who held the noble Somerſet right dear, 
Hate this aſpiring Dudley and his race, 
© And would, upon the inſtant, join t' oppoſe him; 
Could we but drar» ſome of the lords o the council 
« 1” appear among em, own the ſame deſign, «| 
And bring the re v' rend ſanction of authority 
To lead em into action. For that purpoſe, 
Jo thee, as to an oracle, I come, 
Jo learn what fit expedient may be found, 
© To win the wary council to our fide, 
Say thou, whoſe head is grown thus ſilver- white 
© In arts of government, and turns of ſtate, | 


© And fink the curs'd Nor:humberland to hell? 
Gard. 2 time be your whole wiſh accom- 
pliſh' 
Since 4 Duke ſet out, I have had conference, 
As fit occaſion ſerv'd, with divers of em; 
Ihe Earl of Arundel, Mafin, and Cheyney ; 
And find 'em all diſpos'd as we could atk. 
* by holy Mary, if I count aright, 
* To day the better part ſhall leave this place, 


© There own our fovereign's title, and defy 
Jane and her golpel-crew. But hie you hence! 
© This place is fall within our foes command, 
Their puppet-queen reigns here.? 
Emer an officer with a guard, 
| OF. Scize on em both. 
[Guards Seize Pembroke and a 
My lord, you are a pris'ner to the ſtate. 
Pemb. Ha! by whoſe order ? 
On. By the Queen's command, 
Sign'd and deliver'd by Lord r Dudley. 
Pemb. Curſe on his traitor's heart! 
Gard. Reſt you contented: 
You have loiter'd here too long ; but uſe your patience, 
Theſe bonds ſhall not be laſting. 
O. As for vou, Sir, [To Gardiner, 
"Tis the Queen's pleaſure you be EY ſe coatin'd : 


You've 
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You've us'd that fair permiſſion was allow d you 
To walk at large within the Tower, unworthily. 
You're noted for an over-buty meddler, 
A ſecret practiſer againſt the ſtate ; 
For which, henceforth, your liraits ſhall % dier 
Hence, to your chamber 

Gard. Farewel, gemle Pembrete ; 
I truſt that we ſhall meet on blither terms : : 
Till then, amongſt my beads, I will remember you, 
And give you to the keeping of the ſaints. 


[ Exeunt part of the = with Gardinen 
Pemb. Now, whither muſt I go? 
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Off. This way, my Lord. [ Going . 
n nter Guilford. f 

Guil. Hold, captain ! ere you go, I have a word or 
For this your noble pris'ner. [two 


Offi. At your pleaſure : 


| $0 loſt,  frepe ny from thy remembrance . 
Thou can'ſt not look upon me 
Pemb. Ha! not look ! 
What terrors are there in the Dualey's race, 
That Pembroke dares not look upon and ſcorn ? 
2 *tis true, I would not look upon thee:: 
Oureyes avokdto look on what we hates * 
As well as what we fear, 
Guil. You hate me, then! Bo 4 
Pemb. I do; and wiſh perdition may o ertake 
Thy father, thy falſe ſelf, and thy whole name. 
Sunil. And yet, as ſure as rage diſturbs thy reaſon, 
And maſters all the noble nature in thee, 
As ſure as thou haſt wron p'd me, I am came 
In tenderneſs of friendſhip reſerve thee z 
Tr ve before thee, 
And fence thee from deſtruction with my life. [thee ! 
Pemb. Friendſhip from thee! but my juſt ſoul diſdains 
Hence! take the proftituted bauble back, 
Hang it to grace ſome ſlavering ideot's neck, 
Moor ny eee 
t thou art come, perhaps, to vaunt thy greatneſs, 
Aad ſet thy purple pomp to vicw before me; a 
0 


LADY JANE GRAY. 


To Tet me know that Guilford is a King, 
That he can ſpeak the word and give me 8 
Oh, ſhort-liv'd pageant! had'ſt thou all the 
Which thy vain foul would graſp at, I — the, 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace, 
The leaſt, the meaneſt courteſy from thee. 
Gail. Oh, Pembroke ! But I hive not time to talk, 
For danger preſſes danger unforeſeen, 
And fecret as the ſhak that es by m „ 
Is aiming at th aptain, a word! [To the officer. | 
LI r 
Draw off your guard, and leave his ſword with me. | 
T he officer delivers the fword to Lord Guilford, | 
and goes out with his guard. 
| [Lord Guilford offering the fword to Pembroke. 
| Receive this gift, ev'n from a rival's hand; 
Act if Op RI. 
The counſel of a man once call'd th 
Fly from this fatal „ and ſeek ber 
Pemb. How now ! what ſhew ! what is this ? 
* Is it in ſport you uſe me thus? What means 
This (wift fantaſtic changing of the ſcene ?? 
Cuil. Oh, take thy ſword; and let thy valiant hand | 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life: | 
The time, the danger, and the wild impatience, 
Forbid me all to enter into ſpeech 2 
Or I could tell tee ., 
Pegß. No, it needs not, traitor ! 5 
For thy pod, thy little arts are known. 
Thou fear'ft my vengeance, and art come to fawn, 
Io make a merit of that profter'd freedom, 
Which, in deſpite of tire, a day ſhall give me. 
Nor can my fate depend on thee, falſe Guilford; 
For know, to thy coniuſiod, ere the fun 
Twice = the eaſt, our roval Mary comes 
'To end th pageant reign, and {:t me free. [me 
Gail. Ungrate ful 2nd uajuſt! Haſt thou then known 
So little, x acl my heart of fear? 
Haſt thou forgot Mae bor aug B's field? 
Did I then four, wien by eay fide I fought, 


And dy'd my maiden ſu ord in Scetijh biood 1 
But this is madncis all. 


Pemb. Give me my ſword. [Taking his fevord. 
| F 
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Perhaps indeed, I wrong thee. Thou haſt thought ; 
And conſcious of the ay thou haſt done me, 
Art come to proffer me a ſoldier's juſtice, 
And meet my arm in ſingle oppoſition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the field. 9 
Guil. Yes, Pembroke, thou ſhalt ſatisfy thy vengeance, 
And write thy bloody purpoſe on my boſom, 
But let death wait to-day. By our paſt friendſhip, « 
In Honour's name, by ev'ry ſacred tie, t 
I beg thee aik no more, but haſte from hence. 8 
Pemb. What myſtic meaning lurks beneath thy words? 
What fear is this which thou would'ſt awe my foul with? 
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not meet ? 
Guil. Oh, ſpare my tongue a tale of guilt and horror, 
Truſt me this once: believe me when I tell thee, 
Thy ſafety and thy life is all I ſeck. 
Away. | 
Pemb. * By Heav'n! I wo'not ſlir a ſtep.” 
Curſe on this ſhuffling, dark, ambiguous phraſe. 
If thou would” have me think thou mean'ſt me fairly; 
Speak with that plainneſs honeſty delights in, 
And let thy double-tongue for once be true. 
Guil. Forgive me, filial piety and nature, 
If thus compell'd, I break your ſacred laws 
Reveal my father's crime, and blot with infamy 
The hoary head of Lim who gave me being, 
To fave the man whom my foul loves, from death. 
[ Giving a paper. 
Read there the fatal purpoſe of thy foe, - 
A thought which wounds my ſoul with ſhame and horror! 
Somewhat that darkneſs ſhould have hid for ever, 
But that thy life—Say, haſt thou ſeen chat character? 
Pemb. I know it well; the hand of proud Nerrbum- 
Directed to his minions, Gates and Palmer. [| berland, 
What's this ? [ Reads. 
© Remember, with your cloſeſt care, to obſerve thoſe 
. whom 1 named to you at parting ; eſpecially keep 


3 « your eye upon the Earl of Pembroke; as his power and 


«« intereſt are moſt conſiderable, ſo his oppo will be 
4 moſt fatal to us. Remember the reſolution was taken, 
« if you ſhould find him inclined to our enemies. The 
« forms of juſtice are tedious, and delays are danger- * 
66 ous 
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*: ous. If he falters, loſe not the fight of him till your 

« daggers have reached his heart.” 

My heart! Oh, murd”rous villain ! 

— Guil. Since we parted, 

Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy ſteps been mark d 

Thy ſecret treaties with the malecontents 

That harbour in the city, thy conferring 

With Gard” ner here in the Tower; all is known: 

And, in purſuance of that bloody mandate, 

A ſet cf choſen ruſſians wait to end thee : 

There was but one way left me to preſerve thee; 

I took it; and this morning ſent my warrant 

To ſcize upon thy perſon But begone ! 

Pemb. "Tis fo—'tis trath—lI ſee his honeſt heart— 

Cuil. I have a friend of well-tried faith and courage 
Who, with a fit diſguiſe, and arms conceal'd, 

Attends without to guide thee hence with ſafety. 
Pemb. What is Northumberland? and what art thou? 
Guil, Waite not the time. Away!- 

- Pemb. Here let me fix, | 

And gaze with everlaſting wonder on thee. 

Waat is there good or excellent in man, 

That is not found in thee? Thy virtues flaſh, 

They break at once on my aſtoniſh'd ſoul ; 

© As if the curtains of the dark were drawn 

To let in day at midnight. 

Guil, * Think me true; | 
© And tho? ill-fortune croſs d upon our fnendſhip— 

Pemb. Curſe on our fortune !—Thiak!—I know 

thee hone.” 

Guil. Fer ever I could hear thee—but thy life, 

Oh, Pembrzke ! linger not 
Pemb. And can I leave thee, 

Ere I have claſp'd thee in my eager arms, 

And giv'n thee back my fad repenting heart? 

Believe me, Gaifford, like the Patriarch's dove, 

It wander'd forth, but found no reſting- place, 

»Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 

Guil. What is there that my foul can more defire, 
Than theſe dear marks of thy returning friendſhip ? 
The danger comes—It you Ray longer here, 

You dic, my Pembroke. 


= 


Pemb. 


Pemb. Let me ſtay and die; 
For if I go, I go to work thy ruin. | 
Thou know'ſt not what a foe thou ſend'ſ me forth, 
That I have ſworn deſtruction to the Queen, 


And pledg'd my faith to Mary and her cauſe : 


My honour is at ſtake. 

Guil. I know *tis given. 
But go—the ſtronger thy engagements there, 
The more's thy danger here. There is a Power, 
Who fits above the ſtars; in him I truſt : 
© All that I have, his bounteous hand beſtow'd : 
And he that gave it, can preſerve it to me. 
If his — will ordains my ruin, 
* What is there more but to fall down before him, 
And humbl yield obedicnce !'—Fly! begone ! | 
Penb. Yes, I will go—for ſee! Bzhold who comes 
Oh, Guilfcrd! hide me, ſhield me from her fight ; 
Ev'ry mad paſſion kindles up again, 
Love, rage, deipair—and yet 1 will be maſter —— 
I will remember thee——Oh, my torn heart! 
I have a thouſand, thouſand things to ſay, 
But cannot, dare not ſtay to look on her. 
Thus gloomy ghoſts, where'er the breaking morn 
Gives notice of the chearful ſun's return, 
Fade at the light, with horror ſtand oppreſt, 
* And ſhrink before the purple-dawning eaſt : 


Swift with the fleeting ſhades they wing their way, 
And dread the brightneſs of the riſing day.” 


[ Exeunt Gailford and Pembroke. 
Enter Lady Jane Gray, reading. 


« what more 
Than ſymmetry of atoms well-diſpos'd, 
The harmony of matter. Farewel clic 
The hope of all hereafter, that new life, 
That ſeparate intellect, which muſt ſurvive. 
« When this fine frame is moulder'd into duſt. 
Enter Guilford. 

Cuil. What read'ſt thou there, my Queen? 

L. J. Gray, *Tis Plato's Phedon; 

here dying Socrates takes leave of life, 
With ſuch an eaſy, careleſs, calm indifference, 
As if the trifle were of no account, 


a 1 
Z. J. Gray. „ Tis falſe! The thioking foul is ſome- 
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Mean in itſelf, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver. 
Gail. Shall thy foul MD 
Sill Deen the workd, fill fly the joys that court 
* Thy blooming beauty, and thy * youth?” 
Still ſhall ſhe ſoar on Contemplation's wing, 
And mix with nothing meaner than the ſtars ; 
* As Heaven and immortality alone 
Were _ worthy to employ her faculties ?” | 
L. J. Gray. Bate but thy truth, what is there here 
* Deſerves the leaſt regard? Is it not time below 
© To bid our ſouls look out, explore hereafter, 
And ſeek ſome better ſure abiding-place ; | 
* To dives fncep e rom thi ring foes come on, 
To drive to this world at once ? 
G. | way any dan 
L. J. Gray. The faithleſs — | 
Are fed from hence to join the princeſs Mary. 
The ſervile herd of courtiers, who fo late 
3 
ons 
me to defend their laws and faith ; 


Vent their lewd execrations on my 

Proclaim me trait*reſs now, and 10 the Kaffold 

Doom my devoted head. * 

Sul. —— 

That pray for flavery, fight for their bonds, 

And ſhun the bleſſing, liberty, like ruin. 

© What art thou, human nature, to do thus ? 

Does fear or folly make thee, like the Indian, 

Fall down before this dreadful devil, tyranny, 

And worſhip the deftroyer ?? 

But wherefore do I loiter tamely here ? 

Give me my arms: I will my country, 

Ev*n in her own deſpite. Some in 

Who will or die or conquer in thy cauſe, 

Thine and Religion's, thine and £xgland's cauſe, 
L. F. Gray. Art thou not all my treaſure, all my 

And o't thou take from me the only joy. [guard ! 

The laſt defence is left me here below ? 

Think not thy arm can ſtem the driving torrent, 

Or ſave a people, who with bliaded rage 

Urge their own fate, and ſtrive to be undone. 
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Northumberland, thy father, is in arms; 
And if it be in valour to defend us, 
lis ſword, that long has know the way to conqueſt, 
Shall be our ſureſt ſafety. TS: 
| Euter the Duke if Suffolk. 
Suff. Oh, my children! 
L. 7. Gray. Alas! what means my father ? 
Suff. Oh, my fon, | | 
Thy father, great Myrilumberland, on whom 
Our deareſt hopes were built——— 
Cuil. Ha! What of him? 
Suff. Is loſt! betray'd! | 
His army, onward as he march'd, ſhrunk from him, 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his fide: 
Like falling hail thick ſtrewn upon the ground, 
Which, ere we can eſſay to count, is vaniſh'd.” 
With ſome few followers he arriv'd at Cambridge ; 
But there ev'a they forſook him, and himſelf 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart, and wat'ry eye, 
To caft his cap up, with difſembled chear, 
And cry, .God fave Queen Mary. But, alas! 
Little avail'd the ſemblance of that loyalty : 
For ſcon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With treaſon fie was charg d, and there arreſted ; 
And now he _— pris'ner up to London. 
Ti. J. Gray. I 
Vain dream. 3 
Of empire, and the crown that danc'd before me, 
© With all thoſe unſubſtantial empty forms; 
Waiting in idle mockery around us; 
© The gaudy maſque, tedious, ang nothing meaning,” 
Is vanifh'd all at once—Why, fare it well. 
Guil. And canſt thou bear this ſudden turn of fate, 
With ſuch unſhaken temper ? 
L. J. Gray. For myſelf, 
If I could form a wiſh for Heav'n to grant, 
It ſhould have been, to rid me of this crown. 
And thou, o'er ruling, great, all-knowing Power ! 


Thou, who diſcern'ſt our thoughts, who ſee'ſt em rifing 


And forming in the ſoul; Oh judge me, thou, 
If e' er ambition's guilty fires have warm'd me, 
If e'er my heart inclin'd to pride, to power, 

Or juin'd in being a Queen. I took the ſceptre wn 
- 0 
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To ſave this land, thy people, and thy altars : 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful knee, [ Kneeling. 


In humble adoration of that mercy, 
Which quits me of the vaſt unequal taſk, 
I Enter the Ducheſs of Suffolk. [join, 


Ducb. Suff. Nay, keep that poſture ſtill ; and let us 
Fix all our knees by thine, lift up our hands, 

Aud ſeek for help and pity from aboye, | 

For earth and faithleſs man will give us none. Jus? 
L. J. Gray. What is the worſt our cruel fate ordains 
Duch. Suff. dag a be pt — 8 my 
That pleaded y ruin, an ed Il tongue 
Thy guiltleſs feet to tread the — of greatneſs ! 

ws child! 


I have undone thee ! 
L. J. Gray. Oh, my mother! TA 
Should I not bear a portion in your ſorrows ? 
Dauch. Suff. Alas, thou haſt thy own, a double portion, 
is come, and the revolting Londoners, - 
Who beat the Heav'ns with thy applauded name, 
Now crowd to meet, and hail her as their Queen, 
Suſſex is enter d here, commands the Tower 
Has plac'd his guards around; and this ſad place, 
do late thy palace, is become our priſon. 
I ſaw him bend his knee to cruel Gardiner, 
freed from his confinement, ran to meet him, 
Embrac'd and bleſs'd him with a hand of blood; 
Each haſtning moment I expect em here, 
To ſeize, and paſs the doom of death upon us. ¶ ſtand, 
 _ Guil. Ha! feiz'd! ſhalt thou be ſeiz d? and ſhall I 
And tamely ſee thee borne away to death ? 
Then blaſted be my coward name for ever. 
No, I will ſet myſelf to guard this fpot, 
'To which our narrow empire now is ſhrank ? 
| Here will I grow the bulwark of my Queen; 
Nor ſhall the hand of violence profane thee, 
Until my breaſt has borne a thouſand wounds, 
Till this torn mangled body ſink at once 
A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. [thus ? 
L. J. Gray. And could thy raſh diſtracted rage do 
Draw thy vain ſword againſt an armed multitude, 
Only to have my poor heart ſplit with horror, 
To ſee thee ſtabb'd and butcher'd here before me 
Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee, | 


And 


8 


. 
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And let us meet this adverſe fate with patience ! 
Greet our infulting . 
With even brows, and ſouls ſecure 


„Here ſtand unmov'd; as once the Roman ſenate 


© Receiv'd fierce — and ee d Gauls, 
Till ev'n the rude Barbarians, ſtood amaz 
At ſuch i 


80 our great miſtreſs, royal Mary, bids, 

Be aeg, 

To your wiſe care the pious Queen commends 
Her ſacred ſelf, her crown, and what's yet more, 
The hol Am COR — 2 


To bring hd to the 
Yet farther, to 


In Vincheſter's thought, and —— faith, 
The ſeal attends to thoſe rev'rend hands; 
And when I next ſalute you, I muſt call you 


Chief miniſter and chancellor of England. 

Gard, Unnumber'd bleflings fall upon her head, 
My ever-gracious lady ! to remember 
With ſuch full her old humble beadſman! 
r leave me to 2 

4 een ĩs on her entrance, expects me: 

My Lord, — 

Gard. Farewel, right noble Sufſex : 


' Commend me to the Queen's grace ; ay her bidding 


Shall be obſerv d by her moſt Jowly creature. 


[Exit Suſſex. 


Lieutenant of the Toxcer, take hence your pris ners: 
Be it your care to ſee em kept apart, 
That they may hold no commerce with each other, 
L. J. Gray. — —— 
Guil. Wikk then part ©s 
Gard. ae 


[Exit Gar. 
Guil. Inhuman, monſtrous, - unexampl'd cruelty ! 


Oh, tyrant! but the tak becomes thee well; 


Thy 


«a k ka Ma Ah, n4A Yd n 


W 


Pn 


LADY JANE GRAY. 417 


Thy ſavage temper joys to do death's office; 
To tear the ſacred bands of love aſunder, | 
And part thoſe hands which Heav'n itſelf hath join'd, 

Duch. Suff. To let us waſte the little reſt of life 
1 been merciful. 

Then it had not 

Bees done ike Winchefer. 

Guil. Thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd; | 4 
Calm temper ſits upon thy beauteous brow ; 
Thy eyes, that flow'd ſo faſt for Edward's loſs, 
. 
As if thou hadſt d to brave thy fate, 
And triumph in the midſt of de ſolation. 
Fal ſee it ſwells; . 

It ſtarts, in ſpite of thee, but I will catch it ; 
2 — 
My father, - machine, and ev'n thee, — ry "(he 
Torn from my fide without a pang of forrow ? 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart ! 
Words cannot tell thee what I feel. There is 
An agonizing ſoftneſs buſy here, 
That tugs the firings, that ſtruggles to get looſe, 
And pour my 3 
Sail. Give way, and let the gu torrent come; 
Behold the tears we dy = wy aan 


Till the flood riſe upon ly wad, 
AR 1 | 


— — 
Guil. Oh, teach me! ſay, what energy divine 


Inſpires thy foker ſex, and tender years, 
I 


1 
A ain 


— poo». 5-wg-roe HAY 
That to have ſav d my country was my duty, 


Ves, England, yes, my country, I — ſave thee; 
But 


— — —— — 
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But Heav'n forbids, Heav'n diſallows my weakneſs. 
And to ſome dear ſelected hero's hand 
Reſerves the glory of thy great deliverance. 

Lieut. My Lords, my orders 


_ . Gail, See we muſt—muſt part. 


L. J, Gray. Yet ſurely we ſhall meet agai 
. Oh! Where? F _— _[ftars, 
L. J. Gray. If not on earth, among yon golden 
Where other ſuns ariſe on other earths, 
And happier beings reſt on happier ſeats : 
© Where, with a reach enlarg'd, our ſouls ſhall view 
© The great Creator's never-ceafing hand 
Pour forth new worlds to all eternity, 
< And people the infinity of ſpace.” [ theſe; 
Gail. Fain would I chear my heart with hopes like 
But my fad ous turn ever to the grave; 
T .cat laſt dwelling, whither now we haſte ; 
Where the black ſhade ſhall interpoſe betwixt us, 
And veil thee from theſe longing eyes for ever. [leads, 


L. J. — 2 "T's true, by thoſe dark paths our journey | 


And through the vale of death we paſs to life, 

But what is there in death to blaſt our hopes ? 

Behold the univerſal works of nature, | 

Where life ſtill Fring: from death. To us the ſun 
Dies ev'ry night, and ev'ry morn revives : 

© The flow'rs, which Winter's icy hand deſtroy'd, 

c Lift their fair heads, and hve again in Spring.” 


Mark with what hopes, upon the furrow'd plain, 


The careful ploughman caſts the pregnant grain; 

There hid, as in a yy a-while it lies, 

Till the revolving ſeaſon bids it riſe; 

Till nature's genial pow'rs command a birth; 

And potent, call it the tzeming earth: 

Then large increaſe the buried treaſures yield, 
And with full harveſt crown the plenteous field. [ Zæeunt. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT F. 
SCENE continnes. 


Emer Gardiner, as Lord Chancell:r, and the Llentenas 


of the Tower, Servans with lights before them. 
Lieut. r 2 Foe CO you riſe 
early, 
Gard. Nay, by the rood, there are too many ſleepers; | 
Some muſt ſtir early, or the ſtate ſhall ſuffer. 
Did you, as yelt: erday our mandate bade. 
Inform your pris'ners, Lady axe ard Guilford, 
They were to die this day? 
| Lieut. My Lord, I did. D em! 
Gard. Tis well. But ſay, How did your meſiage like 
Lieut, My Lord, they inet the fainmons with a tem- 
That ſhew'd a ſolemn, ſerious ſenſe of death, [pcr, 
Mix'd with a noble ſcorn of all its terrors. 
In ſhort, they heard me with the ſelf - ſame patience 
With which — ll have borne them in their priſon, 
In one requeſt they both concurred: each beg g'd 
To die before the other. | 
Sara. That dilpoſe 
As you think ſittin 
' Lreut, The TY, GC wilford only 
Implor d another buor., and arg d! it warmly: 
That ere he ſuner'd, he might ive his wife, 
And take a laſt farewel. : 
Gard. That's not much, 
That grace may be allow'd him: See you to it, 
How goes the morning ? 
Lieut. Not yet four, my Lord. | [more, 
Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing 
You know *twas order'd that the Lady I aue 
Should ſuffer here within the 7ower. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin gazers 
To wet their handkerchiefs, and make report 
How hke a faint ſhe ended. Some fit number, 
And tboſe too of our friends, -_ moſt convenient 


But, above all, 3 . 
You know the Queen is lodg'd at 
Take care that no — reach Cher! highneſs. 


Ard 


$0 LADY JANE GRAY. 
And ſo good morning, good maſter Lieutenant. 


[Exit Lieutenant. 
How now ! What light comes here ! 
Ser. So pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
If I miſtake not, tis tue Earl of "ITY 


thus early? 
Somewhat he ſeems to bring of high im 
< Some flame uncommon kindles up his 
And flaſhes forth 1 s at his eyes 
Enter Pembroke, « : Page with a light * him. 
Good morrow, noble Pembroke ! What importunate 
And ſtrong neceſſity breaks on your ſlumbers, 
And rears your youthful head from off your pillow 
At this unwholſome hour; while yet the night 
© Laſts in her latter courſe, and with her raw 
And rheumy damps infeſts the duſky air ?? 
Pemb. Oh, rev'rend Winchefter / my beating heart 
Exults and labours with the; joy it bears: 
The news I bring ſhall * 
This coming day the ſun ſhall riſe mor — 
Than when his maiden beams firſt gil 
The rich immortal greens, the flow' plains, 
And fragrant bow'rs of paradiſe — 
Gard. What happmects is this! 
Pemb. Tis mercy! mercy, 
© The mark of Heav'n impreſs'd on human kind ; 
Mercy, that glads the world, deals joy around; 
Mercy, that {imooths the dreadful brow of power, 
And makes domimon light; mercy, that ſaves, 
< Binds up the broken heart, - - a 
Mary, our royal, ever- 
Has to my ſervices and — 3 — prayers 
Granted the lives of Guilferd and his wiſe ; 
Full and free pardon ! 
Gard. Ha! what ſaid you? Pardon! 
But ſure you cannot mean it; could not urge 
The Queen to ſuch a raſh and l-tim'd grace ? 
5 rat ler tn ne v otter ah 
y Lord, tis moſt unweigh'd pernicious counſel, 
And nr4ſt not be complied with. 
Pemb, Not complied with! 


Gard. Pembroke !-——Tis he! what calls him forth 


And 
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And who ſhall dare to bar her ſacred pleaſure, 
And ſtop the ſtream of mercy ? 
. That will I: PR 
o wo'nct ſee her gracious diſpoſition 

Drawn to deftroy herſelf i 

Pemb. Thy narrow foul 
Knows not the god-like glory of forgiving : 2 
Nor can thy cold, thy ruthleſs heart conceive, 
How large the power, how fix d the empire is, 
Which benefits confer on generous minds: 
© Goodneſs prevails upon the ſtubborn foes, 
And conquers more than ever Cz/ar's ſword did.” 

Gard. Theſe are romantic, light, vain-gloricus dreams, 
Have you conſider'd well upon the danger: 

How dear to the fond many, and how popular 
Theſe are whom you would ſpare? Have you forgot, 
When at the bar, before the ſeat of judgment, 

This Lady Janus, this beauteous trait'reſs, ſtood, 

With what command ſhe charm'd the whole aſſembly ? 

With filent grief the mournful audience fat, 

Fix'd on her face, and b{ ning to her pleading. 

Her very judges wrung their hands for pity ; 

Their old hearts melted in *em as ſhe ſpoke. 

And tears ran down upon their ſilver bzards. 

Ev*n I myſelf was mov'd, and for a moment 

Felt wrath ſuſpended in my doubtful breaſt, 

And queſtion'd if the voice I heard was mortal. 

But when her tale was done, what loud applauſe, 

Like burſts of thunder, ſhook the ſpacious hall! 

At laſt, when fore conſtrain'd, th* unwilling Lords. 

Pronounc'd the fatal ſentence on her life, 

A peal of groans ran thro? the crowdcd court, 

As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom, 

Like that which waits the world, were univerſal. 
Pemb. And can that ſacred form, that angel's voice, 

Which mov'd the hearts of 2 rude ruthleſs crowd, 

Nay, mov'd ev'n thing, now ſue in vain for pity ? 
Gard. Alas! you look on her with lover's eyes: 

J hear and ſee throug reaſonable organs, 

Where pa non has no part. Come, come, my Lord, 

You have too little of the ſtateſman in you. 
Pemb. And you, my Lord, too little of the church- 

Is not the ſacred purpoſe of our faith. [man. 
ne 7 5 Peace 
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Peace and good-will to man? The hallow'd hand, 
Ordain'd to bleſs, ſhould know no ſlain of b'cod. 
* Tis true, I am not practis'd in your politics; 
? I'was your pernicious counſel led the Queen 
To break her promiſe with the men of Sufolk, 
To violate, what in a Prince ſhould be 
Sacred above the reſt, her royal word. 
G ard. Yes, and I dare avow it: I advis'd her 
To break thro? all engugements made with heretics, 
12nd keep ro faith with ſuch a miſcreant crew. 
Pemb. Where ſhall we ſrek for truth, when ev'n re- 
The prieſtly robe and mitred head diſclaim it? Lligion, 
But thus bad men diſhonour the beſt cauſe.” 
J tell thee, V inchoſter, doctrines like thine 
Have ſtain'd our holy church with greater infamy 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away. 
Hence *tis, tt: at thoſe who differ from our faith, 
Brand us with Arrach of oaths, with perſecution, 
With tyranny o' er conſcious, and proclaim 
Our ſcarlet prelates men that thirſt for blood, 
And Chriſtian Rome more cruel tian the Pagan. 
' Gard. Nay, if you rail, farewel. The Queen muſt be 
Petter advis'd, than thus to cheriſh vipers, 
Whoſe mortal ftings are arm'd againſt her life. 
But while I hold the ſeal, no pardon paſſes 
For heretics and traitors. [Exit Gardiner. 
Penb. Twas unlucky 
To meet and croſs upon this froward prieſt: 
But let me loſe the thought on't; let me haſte, 
Pour my glad tidiogs forth in Gui! !/ora”s boſom, 
Ard pay kim back the liſe his fricudihip iav'd. [Exit. 


e SCENE graut, and Giſccwuers the Lady Jane 4neel- 
ing, as at her aevnien; @ light, and a book plac'd en 
a tall bebt ber. 


Fater Liæutenant e Tower, Lord Guilford, and one 
cf Lady Jane's avomen. 


Lieut. Let me not preſs upon your Lordup farther. 
Put wait your leiſure in the antich amber. 
Gui. 1 will not lol you long. [ex Lieut, 
Wax. Sofily, wy Lord! | 
| For 
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For yet, behold, ſhe kneels. Before the night 
© Had reach'd her middle ſpace, ſhe left her bed, 
And with a pleafing, ſober chearfulneſs, | 
As for her funeral, array'd herſelf 

© In thoſe ſad folemn weeds. Since then, her knee 
Has known that poſture only, and her eye, 

Or fx'd upon the ſacred page before her, 

Or lifted with her riſing at to Heav'n.” 

Gul. See with what zeal thoſe holy hands are rear dl. 
Mark her vermilion lip, with fervour trembling, 
Her ſpotleſs boſom {wells with ſacred ardor, 
And burns with ecſtaſy and ſtrong devotion ; 

Her ſupplication ſweet, her faithful vows 

< Fragrant and pure, and grateful to high Heav'n, 
Like incenſe from the golden cenfer riſe; 

Or bleſſed angels mimiter unſeen, 

Catch the ſoit ſounds, and with alternate office, 
Spread their ambroſial wings, then mount with joy, 
And waft them upwards to the throne of grace.” 
But ſhe has ended, and comes forward. 

{ Lady Jane riſes, and comes tout the front 
| ef the flage. 

IT. J. Gray. Ha! 3 

Art thou my Cuilford? Wherefore doſt thou come 
To break the ſettled quiet of my foul ? 

I meant to part without another pang, 

And lay my weary head down full of peace. 

Gul. Forgive the fondneſs of my. longing foul 
That melts with tenderneſs, and leans toward tee: 
© Tho? the imiperious dreadful voice of fate 
© Summon her hence, and warn her from the world.” 
Bat if to ſee thy Guz/ford give thee pain, 

Would I had died, and never more beheld thee : 
Tho' my lamenting diſcontented ghoſt | 

© Had wander'd forth, unbleſs'd by thoſe dear eyes, 
© And wail'd thy loſs in death's eternal ſhades.” 

L. J. Gray. My heart had ended ev'ry earthly care, 
Had offer d up its pray' rs for tice and England, 
© And fix'd its hopes upon a rock unfailing ;? 

While all the little bus'neſs that remain'd, 

Was but to paſs the forms of death and conſtancy, 

And leave a life become indifferent to me: | 

But thou haſt waken'd 14 thoughts within me; 
| of © : 
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Thy ſight, my deareſt huſband and my Lord, 


Strikes on the tender ſtrings of love and rature : 
My vaaquiſh'd pa ſions rife again, and tell me, 
»Jis more, far more than death to part frem thee. 
Euter Pembroke. 
Pan. Oh, let me fly, bear me, theu beit i impati- 
And lodge me in my faithful Gui/ford's arms. [cnce, 
[ Embracing. 
That I may ſnatch thee from the greedy grave, 
That 1 may warm his gentle heart with joy, 
And talk to him of life, of life and pardon, 
Gail. What means my deareſt F ? | 
 Pemb. Oh, my ſpeech 
Is choak'd with words that crowd to tell my tidings ! 
F ut 1 have ſav'd thee—and—Oh, joy unutterabie ! 
'The > wh my gracious, my forgiving 2. 
Bas piv'n not only thee to my requeſt, 
* e, the too, in whom alone thou liv 't, 
The partrer of diy heart, thy love is ſafe. 
Cuil. Millions of bleJings wait her! Has ſne 
Oh! has ſhe ſpar'd my wife! [ tell me, 
Pemb. Both, both are pardon'd. | 
But hafte, and do thou lead me to thy ſaint, 
That I may caſt myiel{ beneath her fect, 
And beg her to accept tis poor amends 
For all E 've done againſt her — I hou fair excellence, 


Canſt thou forgive the hoſtile hand that arm'd 
Agnünſt thy cauſe, and robb'd thee of a crown ? 
1 J. Gray. Ob, rie, my Lord, and let me take 
your poſture, 
Life ard tHe world are hardly worth my care, 
But you have reconcil'd we to 'em both; 
T. wa let me pay my gratitads, and for 
ibis free, ibis noble, unexpected me cy, 
Thus 1 :» | bow to Fleay? , the Qgeen, and you. 
Permb. Vo m! forbid it goodafs! if 1 live, 
Somewhat 1 will do ſhall deſerve your thanks. 
All diſcord and remembrance of offence | 
Shall be clean blotted out; and for your freedom, 
* Myſelf have uaderta en to be your caution.” 
Hear me, you faints, and aid my pious purpoſe ; 
Theſe that deſerve io much, this wond rous pair, x 
Let 
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Let thef.; be happy : ev'ry joy attend em; 
A fruitful bed, a chain of l' Ve unbreken, 
A good old age, to ſee their children's children, 
A hely death, and everlaſtiog memory; 
« While 1 refien to them my ſhare of happineſs, 
Contented {till to wait what the» enjoy, 
And ſingly to be wretched.” 
Euter Li utenant f the Tower. 

Line, The Lord Chancellor 

Is come with orders trom the Queen. 
Emer Gardiner and atiendants. 
Pemb. Ha! acheter! 
Gard. The Qusen, "whoſe days be many, 
By me confirms ber firt-a:corded grace; 
Put as the pious Princeſs means her mercy 
Should reach cen to the ioal as well as body. 
Ey me ſlie ttgnifi”s oy royal pleaſure, 
"I nat thou. Lord Gut rd. and the Lady Taze, 
Do inltunty recounce, abjure your kerofy, 
And yield ob*0i-:.ce to the {2c of Rome. 
. . Winat! turn apoſtate? 
Gail. Ila] forego my faith? 

Gr. This one condition only ſeals your pa don: 
But if, chro' p:ide of heart, and ſtubborn obſtinacy, 
Wich wilful ha:ds you path the ble ing from you, 
And ſhut your eyes againſt ſuch nianifeſt light,“ 
Know ye, your former ſentence ſtands confirm'd, 
And you muſt die to-day. 

Pemb. Tis falſe as hell: \ 
The mercy of the Queen vas free and full. 
Think” t thou that Princes merchandize tlieir 
As Roman prices their pardon ? Do they barter, 
Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
And doubly n 1 was deſigr'd a gift? 

Gard. My Lord, this language ill beſcems your 

no Hen 53 3 
Nor come | here 10 band words with madmen. 
Behold the royai i: gnet o the Queen, 
Which amply Deuks her meaning. You, the pris'ners, 
Have heard, at l. ge, 1:3 purport, aud muſt inſtantiy 
Reſolve upon the choice of life or deatii. 


Pemb. Curie on But wherefore do I loiter here ? 
PA 


3 
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I'll to the Queen this moment, and there know | 
What *tis this miſchief-making prieſt intends. Exit. 
Gard. Your wiſdom points you out a proper courſe. 
A woid wita you, Lieutenant. 
: LT alks with the Lieutenant aide. 
Guil. Muſt we part then? | 
V/hat are thoſe hopes that flatter'd us but now ; 
Thoſe joys, that, like the fpring, with all its flow'rs, 
Pour'd out their pleaſures every where around us? 
In one pour minute gone: at once they wither'd, 
And left their place all deſolate behind them.” 
L. J. Gray. Such is this fooliſh world, and ſuch the 
| Of all the boaſted bleſſings it beitows : [ certainty 
n Then, Guilferd, let us have no more to do with it; 
Think only how to leave it as we ought ; 
© But truft no more, and be deceiv'd no more.” 
Guil. Yes, I will copy thy divine cxample, 
And tread the paths are pointed out by thee : 
By thee inſtructed, to the fatal block | 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happineſs 
To give my life a ranſom for my faith. 
From thee, thou angel of my heart, I learn T | 
That greateſt, hardeſt taſk, to part with thee.” } 
L. J. Gray. Oh, gloriouſſy reſolv'd! « Heav'n is my 1 ] 
My heart rejoices in thee more ev'n now, [witneſs, 
© Thus conftant as thou art, in death thus faithful, 
Than when the holy prieſt firſt join'd our hands, g 
And knit the facred knot of bridal love. 
Gard. The day wears faſt; Lord Guilford, have you 
Will you lay hold on life ? [thought ?: 
Cuil. What are the terms ? 
Gard. Death, or the maſs, attend you.. 
Guil. *Tis determin d: 
Lead to the ſcaffold. 
Gard. Bear ham to his fate.. 
Gui. Oh ! let me fold thee once more in my arms, 
Thou deareſt treaſure of my heart, and print 
A dying huſband's kiſs upon thy lip 
Shall we not live again, ev'n in thoſe forms? 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with theſe eyes ? 
L. J. Gray. Oh, wherefore doſt thou ſoothe me wink. 
_ thy ſoftneſs? 
Why doſt thou wind thyſelf about my heart, 
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Ard make this ſeparation painful to us? 
ere break we off at orce ; and let us now, 
Forgeuting ceremony, like two friends 
© That have a little buß eis to be done, 
lake a ſhort Icave, and haſte to meet again. 
* Gail, Reſt on t at hope, my loul—my wife 
I. J. Gray. No more.“ | 
Cuil. My tight hangs on thee Oh, ſupport me, 
In this laſt paug ard let us meet in blus! {Heav'n, 
[ Guilford 7s led ef” by the guards, 
L. J. Gray. Can nature bear this ſtruke ?? 
Ii om. Alus, he farts! [ Sufperrting. 
L. J Gray. Wo't thou fail now—The killing ſtroke 
And all the bitterneſs of dcath is o'er. is paſt, 
Gard. lere Jt tae dreadful!] ard of vengeance flay ; 
Have pity on your youth, 7nd blocrirg bratty; 


* Cait 1ct au ay the good which Heav'n beltows 3? 


Time ar have e woe w fore for ycu, 
All cro« n'd with fair proſperity. Your lufLand 
Has perih'd in pervericnets, 
L. J. Gray. Ccaſe, thou raven, 
Nor violate with thy protaier malice, 
My bleeding Ger gnoſt- Tis gone, *tis flown ; 
But lipgers on the wing, and waits for me. 
[Ile ſcene draaut, nn, Vijcovers a ſeajeld hug wirb 
black, execution and guards. | 
And ſee my journey's end. 
1 Hem. My deareit lady, | Ieeping. 
« 2 Hen Oh, mifery!” 
L. J. Gray. Forbear, my gentle maids, 
Nor wound my peace with fruitleſs lamentations ; 
The good and gracious hand of Providence 
Shall raiſe you better friends than I have been. 
4 Y'om. Oh, never! never! 
I. J. Gray. Help to diſarray, 
And fit me for the block: do tius laſt ſervice, 
And do it chearfully. Now you will ſee 
Your poor unhappy mi ſtreſs ſleep ir peace, 
And ceaſe from all her ſorrows. Theſe few trifles, 


The pledges of a dying miſtreſs dove, | 
Receive and ſhare amorg yu. Thov, Maria, 


| | | [To 1 Ven. 
© Haſt been my old, my very faithful ſervant : 


In 
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© In dear remembrance of thy love, I leave thee 
This book, the law of everlaſting truth: 
Make it thy treaſure ftill ; *twas my ſupport, 
© When all kelp elſe forſook me.” 

Gard. Will you yet | 
—_— be wiſe, and fave your precious life! 

L. J. Gray. Oh, Fiinchefter ! has learning taught 
| ce that: CTY 
To barter truth for life? 

Gard. Miſtaken folly ! 
You toil and travel for your own perdition, 


And die for damned errors. 


L. J. Gray. Who judge rightly, 
And who perſiſts in error, will be known, 

Then, when we mcet again. Once more, farewel, 

| [To her WwWO/uths 
Goodneſs be ever with you. When I'm dead, 

* Intreat they Uo nErus: cunonet wrong 

© To my cold, headleſs corpſe ; but ſee it ſhrouded, 
And decent laid in earth.” | 

Gard. Wo't thou then die ? 


Thy blood be on thy head. 


L. J. Gray. My blood be where it falls; let the earth 
| it ; | 
And may it never riſe, or call for vengeance: 
Oh, that it were the laſt ſhall fall a victim 
To zeal's inhuman wrath ! Thou, gracious Heav'n, 
Hear and defend at length thy ſuffering people ; 


_ Raiſe up a monarch of the royal blood, 


Brave, pious, equitable, wiſe and good : 

In thy due ſeaſon let the hero come, 

To fave thy altars from the rage of Rome - 
© Long let him reign, to bleſs the reſcu'd land,” 
And deal out juſtice with a righteous hand. 
And when he fails, oh! may he leave a ſon, 


With equal virtues to adorn his throne ; 


To lateſt times the bleſſing to convey 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. | 
[Lady Jane goes up to the ſcaffold. The ſcene clots. 
| Enter Pembroke. 
Pemb. Horror on horror! Blaſted be the hand 
That ſtruck my Guilford! Oh! his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in theſe diſtracted eyes for ever! 8 


„„ 


LADY JANE GRAY. 55 


Curſe on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counſels! [To Gard. 
The Queen is deaf, and pitileſs as thou art. 

Gard. The juſt reward of hereſy and treaſon 
Is fallen upon em both, for their vain obſtinacy ; 
Untimely death, with infamy on earth, 
And everlaſting puniſhment hereafter. 

Pemb. And canſt thou tell? Who gave thee to explore 
The ſecret purpoſes of Heaven, or tauglit thee 
To ſet a bound to mercy unconfin'd ? 
But know, thou proud, perverſely-judging I incheſter, 
Howe'er you hard, imperious cenſures doom, 
And on out our lot in worlds to come, 
Thoſe, who, with honeſt hearts, purſue the right, 
And follow faithfully truth's — light, 
Tho' ſuff ring here, ſhall from their ſorrows ceaſe, 
Reſt with the ſaints, and dwell in endleſs pcace. 


END OF THE F!PTH ACT, 
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EL FILGOUvE 


[PHE pains of virtue herces oft have worn 3 
* 7/ % ww.eaihs te-ulgbt a feinale brow acorn. 
Toe dein. ſaint, unſurtanately brave, 
Sunk with th ſe altars xchich ſve jtrove to ſave. 
| Greatly ſbe Jar'd to prop 19e juſcer ſiue, 
As greatly with her adwverſ: jate comply'd, 
Did all that Heaven could a, reſign's, and died; J 
Died fer the land for which ſhe cui to live, 
Aud gain'd that liberty he cculd nat give. 
Oh, pappy people 4 of this fax" riie le, n 
On whim 6 many letter angels mu. e ! 
Fer you, kind Heaven new Er. ft. Il ſupplies, 
Bids other ſaints, and other guardians rife © 
For you, the faireſt of her fx is come, 
* Adopts our Eritain, ana forgets her Lome : 
For truth and you the heroine decli nes, 
Auſtria's proud eagles, and the Indian mines. 


What ſenſe of ſuch a bounty can be jhown ! | 
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But Heaven muft make the great reward its caun, 

And ftars ſhall join to make her future crown. 
Tur gratitude with eaſe may be expreſa; 

Strive but to be, what ſie would make you, Erfs'd. 

Let net vile faction ve the wulger ear | 
_ With fond ſurmiſe, and falſe a feced fear : 

Confirm but to yourſelves the given gocd; 

*Tis all ſbe aſts, for all ſhe has been d. 

Such was our great example fhixwn to-day, 

And with ſuch thanks our authour*s pains repay. 

If from theſe ſcenes, to guard your faith you learn, 

7 for your laws you ſhow @ juſt concern; 

4 you are taught to dread a Pepiſb reign, — 

Our bæautegus patrict has not died in vain '_... 
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